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A. | Page 
Wealthy young *ſquire of Tamworth we hear 23 
As now my bloom comes on apace 24 
At the cloſe of the day, on the banks of the Tweed 3 
At Acton, the George is the. ſign — 3 
Adieu ye groves, adieu ye plains — 42 
As Delia 2 near Belmont's chair — 43 
As upright and ſtrait as my poſt is the fair 44 
As Collinetta crofs'd the plain — 48 
A nymph endu'd with ev'ry charm — ” 
2 


Apollo aid me while I fing 
As Damon one day, of Palæmon enquit'd 93 


B. 
Beneath a green ſhade, a lovely young ſwain 4 
Beneath an aged oak's auſpicious ſhade — 35 
Bloom of beauty, pride of May — 51 
By Bacchus and Cupid aſſiſted, we'll ſing 54 
Beneath a ſpreading poplar's ſhade — 60 
Bacchus when merry beſtriding his tun 166 
C. 
Come live with me and be my love 
Cleora, prithce turn your eye — 


2 


IN D E X. 


Come, come, ye choice ſpirits, together reſort 34 
Chloe, my vows you won't believe — 40 
Come, my bold Britiſh tars — 4 
Come let us agree 


Chloe, in your mirror view — 75 
Come each jolly ſoul — 108 
Come every briik ſoul — 109 
D. 5 
Delia gay Strephon lov'd, nor lov'd in vain 2 


Dicky I love, and I'm fond of the name 65 


| F. 
For Polly I ſigh, and bourly die — 1 
Flow, murm'ring river, flow — . 
Forgive, dear girl, my wand'ring eyes 31 
Farewel to my paſſion: farewel to my Jean 47 
Flora ! goddeſs of the ſpring — 51 
From vonder eaſt reſplendent dart — 99 
Fill your glaſſes, baniſh grief — 104 
H. 
Haſte away the bat-fowlers, to Crewes lets reſort 20 
How vain Clariſſa's fond attempt — 44 
How blith are the lambk ins that on the plain feed 50 
Haſte away, thou tardy lover — 65 
How ſweet are her looks, and how blooming her 
face — — 77 


How happy is Damon who feels not the ſmart 79 
I, 


If you love me, Strephon, leave me — 9 
It moves your wonder that my ſoul 9 
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Iln filent extaſy I gaze 


INDEX. 


If Chloe's an angel, why does ſhe torment 


I write to true Britons, I mean not the men 
I rambled about a twelvemonth I vow 


L. 


Long time a ſwain had courted Sue — 
Let other bards inſpir'd — | 


f Love's in truth a mighty bleſſing — 


Let me aſſume the vocal ſhell — 


Long time had Ly ſander told Daphne his pain 


- M. 
My time —— on ever chearful and gay 
May morning! ev'ry praiſe is tine — 


Molly, thy rhimes have rekindled my flame 
My dear Clarinda, would'ſt thou know 


N. 


Near a hawthorn I met on the plain — 


No ſwain ever prov'd half fo faithful and. free 
Near that fam'd A. on whoſe majeſtic height 


Near where the ſilver Severn ſtrays — 


No laſs on tam'd Hibernia's plains * — 


O. 
Of Polly's charms, or Sally's wit — 
O Damon ſtill you ſtrive in vain — 
Of all the youths that grac'd the plain — 
Once more we'll tune our favourite themes 
O Sylvia ! your melodious voice — 


% = * 
- ww 
x „ rr 


* 
- = — L.+ — Ie. Cowes —— - 


IN DE K. 


P, 
Puſh about the briſk bowl, "twill enliven the heart 111 


R. 


Relentleſs youth, O! tell me why — 88 4 


8. 
Sweet are the banks when ſpring perfumes 5 
Soger Laddie is over the ſea — 23 
Since all ſo nicely take offence — 19 
Sweeteſt flower that decks the garden — 22 
Sweet are the charms of loving 67 
Some talk of antient heroes, and ſome of grenadiers 72 
See, beauteous Daphne, ſee — 23 F 
Secure in beauty's dread array — 8 
T. 
Think, fond youth, how great the danger 
Tell me gentle Strephon why — 


The laſs that wou d know how to manage a man 
Tother day as I fat in the ſycamore ſhade 

Tho' winter's rude proſpect begins to draw near 
The fatal time too ſoen _arriv'd 
To thee, ſweet ſpring, whoſe genial ray 
Though Nancy, unfortunate fair _ 

To fix her—'twere a taſk as vain _ 
Tho' his paſſion in ſilence the youth would conceal 
"Tis not the Muſes choicekſt lay — 


INDE X. 


e ſun now breaks forth from the eaſt 9z 
ho love like a monkey had long play d his tricks 93 
he virgin when ſoften'd by May — 96 
h' unwelcome ſad minute is come — 100 
he wicked wits, as fancy hits — 103 


1 
U. 
8 VUnbounded ambition thou turbulent maid 83 
W. 

ith the pride of the garden and field 3 
5 hy ſhould we of humble ſtate — 6 
3 ith buſy active humming wing — 8 
9 hile the bee flies from bloffom to bloſſom and ſips 10 
2 hen firſt young Strephon ſought my love 12 
7 hen all the Attic fire was fled = 14 
2 en firſt to addreſs my dear Chloe I went 32 
3 - When the rough north forgets to bowl 37 
hen firſt Clarinda's charms I view'd — 45 
en wit and beauty both conſpire — 55 
Vhat dear enchanting charms adorn — 57 
hen love appear'd in Damon's form 59 
hen I was young and handſome too 64 
1 hat means ſhall a hapleſs young ſhepherd purſue 69 
4 , EWhere the jeſſamine ſweetens the bow'r "4 
hen Delia firſt ventur'd to hear the fond tale B84 
8 hen Chloe-breathes ſoft melody — 94 
8 hen beauty firſt ventur d to ſeek _ ib. 


When I behold that angel face — 95 
hen firſt ſimple Strephon perceiv'd that his heart 110 
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Ve fair be advis'd by a friend — 

Ve ſhepherds who ſtray with my ſwain 

Yes, theſe are the ſcenes where with Daphne I 
{tray'd — — 

Ye fair who bend to flattery's powr — 

Ye ſprightly nymphs, and jovial ſwains 

Ye nymphs who prefide o'er the muſical throng 
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SONG I. 
HARRY and MARY. 
Sung by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall, 


EAR a hawthorn I met on the plain 
Young Molly, the evening was ſtarry, 
ta 


k'd in ſtrong terms of my pain, 
Though I never intended to marry 
Her modeſt demeanor was ſuch, 
More than half it prevail'd over Harry, 
I love her I own very much, 
'Tis true, but I never ſhall marry. 


My companions all loudly complain, 
With them that I now never tarry, 

They have found out the cauſe of my pain, 
And fancy, at laſt, I ſhall marry : 

Believe me, they know not my heart, 
This face I much longer can carry, 

I can bear a vaſt deal of love's ſmart, 


But I ne er ſhall be tempted to marry. 
| B But 
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But its long ſince I ſaw the dear maid, 
With Cupid for life muſt I parry, 
Of Hymen'l m not much afraid, 
But ſurely I'd better not marry ; 
Do I fee her amongſt this gay Wa. 
Then what will become of poor Harry, 
By paſſion I'm hurried along, 
Then take me, Im ready to marry. 


SONG I. 


DAMON and DELIA, A CAN TATA. 
Sung by Mrs. WREICASEII, at Vauxhall, 


RECITATIVE. 


ELIA gay Strephon lov'd, nor lov'd in vain, 
The flame was mutual in th' enamaur'd ſwain, 


When tyrant Cupid, with his fatal dart, 
To Daphne gave the roving ſhepherd's heart; 


Delia enraged to loſe her favourite ſwain, 


To the clcar Avon flew to end her pain, 


She gaz d, ſhe figh'd, with tender love oppreſt, 


Yet eer the leap, ſhe thus her woe expreſt : 


AIX. 
Ah!] faithleſs ſwain, why win my heart, 
And that poor heart forſake ; 

Ah ! why thoſe vows of endleſs love, 
And now thoſe vows to break : 
How bleſt wou'd Delia's fate have been, 

If true had prov'd her ſwain, 
But fince to Daphnc's arms he's fled, 
This ſtream ſhall end my pain. 


RECITATIVE. 


Damon, it happen d, paſſing on that way, 
Herd with fond pity Delia's plaintive lay, 


131 
His hand he offer d without guilt or art, 
Ah! what will honour with a female heart: 
For form, ſhe paus'd, then with a bluſh reply'd, 
Since Fate ordains it, I'll be Damon's bride ; _ 
To church they went, nor one ſhort moment tarried, 
No couple fonder, and yet fix weeks marry d. 


A1R. 


Love-fick ladies ne er deſpair, 
Hymen till protects the Fair ; 

If one lover proves unkind, 

Choice of new ones you will find, 
Dying ſwains are now fo plenty, 
One kind look will win you twenty. 


SONG III. 
Tus CAUTION. 
Sung by Miſs JAMESON. 


IT H the pride of the garden and field, 
We have deck'd our fond boſoms to-day, 

And all that the ſummer can yield, | 

Seems there to be blooming and gay; 
Tis better to gather in time, 

The flow'r that elſe waſtingly blows, 
Little more than a day is the prime 

Of the lilly, the pink, and the roſe. 


Soft beauty, the May ſpringing flow'r, 
That has but a ſeaſon to boaſt, 

Let us make what we can of its power, 
Which elſe in a year may be loſt ; 

Let us ſcorn a ſhort triumph of joy, 
O'er ſhepherd becauſe of a face, 

Nor venture too long to be coy, 

1 Leſt winter diſcolour each grace. 


B 2 Shou'd. 
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Shou'd we ſlightingly laugh at their pain. 
Grow proud of our charms every day, 
When they fade we ſhall court them in vain, 
0 When they're wither d they Il fling us away; 
I Thoſe treaſures ſo gaudy and rare, 


1h Muſt wake every breaſt to deſire, 

| We may have whom we will while ſo fair, 

9 And ſhou d yield to the love we inſpire, 

| SONG IV. 

1 The BRA ES of BALLADINE, 
ö ; A Favourite Scotch Song, 


ENEATH a green ſhade, a lovely young ſwain, 
One ev'ning reclin'd to diſcover his pain, 
So ſad, yet ſo ſweetly he warbled his woe, 
The winds ceas'd to breathe and the fountains to flow; 
Rude winds with compaſſion could hear him complain, 
Yet Chloe leſs gentle was deaf to his ſtrain. 


How happy, he cried, my moments once flew, 

Ere Chloe's bright charms firſt flaſh'd in my view, 
Theſe eyes then with pleaſure the dawn could ſurvey, 
Nor ſmil'd the fair morning more chearful than they 
Now ſcenes of diftreſs pleaſe only my fight, 

I'm tortur'd in pleaſure and languiſh in light. 


Through changes in vain relief I purſue, 

All but conſpire my griefs to renew, 

From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair, 
From ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air ; 
But love's ardent fever burns always the ſame, 
No winter can cool, no ſummer inflame, 


But fee the pale moon all clouded retire, 
The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's defire 
I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 


;} Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on the mind: at 


E 9 1 
Ah wretch ! how can life be worthy thy care, 
To lengthen its moments but lengthen deſpair, 


The SWEET KISSES. 
Sung by Mr. DUBELLAmMyY, at Marybone. 


WE. E. T are the banks when ſpring perfumes, 
The verdant plants and laughing flow rs, 
Fragrant the violet as it blows, 
And ſweet the bloſſom after ſhow'rs, 
in, Sweet is the ſoft the ſunny breeze, 
That fans the gentle orange grove, 
But oh ! how ſweeter far than theſe, 
W; The kiſſes are of her 1 love. 


in, W Her tempting eyes my gaze incl ind, 
Their pleating leffon firſt I caught ; 
Her ſenſe, her friendſhip next confin'd, 


The willing pupil ſhe bad thought: 4 
ey, Should fortune ſtooping from the ſky, 
Y 3 Conduct me to her bright alcove ; 


Yet like che turtle 1 ſhould die, 
Deny'd the kiſs of her 1 love. 


JONG VI. 
The FICKLE COUPLE. 
Sung by Mr. DUzELLAa my, at Marybone.. 


OR Polly I figh, and hourly die, 
But not for a lip or languiſhing eye; 
She's fickle and falſe, and there we agree, 
For J am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe ; * 
We neither believe what either can ſay, 
Ah And. neither believing, we neither betray. 


B 3 Tis 
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"Tis civil-to ſwear and ſay things of courſe, 
We mean not the taking for better for worſe ; 
When preſent we love, when abſent agree, 
I think not of Polly, nor Polly of me, 
The legend of love no couple can find 
So caſy to part, and ſo cally join d. 


4 SONG VII. 
[1 Sung by Mrs, Hups0N. 


HY ſhould we of humble ſtate, 
Vainly blame the powers above, 
Or accuſe the will of fate, 


8 Which allows us all to love. I 
Love impartial gentle boy, 
| i Deals his gifts as free as air; T 
[ol Love is all the ſhepherd's joy, 
i Love is all the damſels care. I 
#' Why ſhould youth, alas ! too ſwiftly flies, J 
| Nor can Cupid bid him ftay ; 
Beauty like a ſhadow dies, 
Love has wings and will away. . 
| 1 
8 ONG VIII. | 
WILLY of the GREEN. l 
A Favourite Scotch Ballad. 1 
Sung by Mrs, Hu ps o. 
O ſwain ever prov'd half ſo faithful and free, > 
: As Will of the Green has prov'd unto me; 
A youth ſo endearing, my heart muſt approve, 1 


And Willy's the lad that demands all my love. 
When 


\ 


11 
Vhen he is but near, and my lambs all at play, 
Dull winter appears full pleaſant as May; 
So kindly he treats me, ſo manly his love, 
Young Willy's the lad my heart muſt approve. 


Should he prove but true, and will take me for life, 
Ere ſummer is gone, . he ſhall make me his wife ; 
For worth like to his, ev'ry heart muſt approve, 
And Willy's the lad that demands all my love, 


SONG IX 
ADVICE to the LADIES, 
Sung by Miſs JaMEsON. 


E fair be advis'd by a friend, | 
Whoſe counſel proceeds from the heart, 

On beauty no longer depend, 

Or fly to the efforts of art: 
If a ſhepherd you'd gain to your arms, 

Let virtue each action approve, 
Her charms the fond boſom alarms, 

And ſoftens the ſoul into love. 


To-day be not nice as a bride, 
To-morrow untimely ſevere, 

Let prudence and truth be your guide, 
Nor caprice, nor folly appear ; 

Unleſs you thus govern your mind, 
And baniſh deceit from your breaſt, 

Too ſoon by experience you'll find 
Inconſtancy ne'er can be bleſt. 


Neglected you'll wither and fade, 
"Till beauty by age ſhall decay; 

Then lonely retreat to the ſhade, 
And mourn the ſad hours away: 


How 


18 ] 
How deſperate will then be your fate, 
How great your ſad loſs to deplere, 
Repentance, alas ! is too late, 
When the power to charm is no more. 


/ 


SONG X. 
Sung by Mr. HupsoN. 


ITH buſy active humming wing 
The bee each flower explores, 
And with a ſharp and vengeful ſting 
She guards her precious ſtore, 


The ſunny bank ſhe loves to roam, 
Bears thence the liquid prize : 

Fly, fly ye idle race from home, 
A bee can make you wiſe, 


SONG XI. 
The COMPLAINING MAID. 
Sung by Miſs JAMESON, at Vauxhall, 


E ſhepherds who ftray with my ſwain, 
Companions in ſport and in youth, 

O tell him how great is my pain, 

How I grieve for the loſs of his truth: 
Oh tell him how oft he has ſwore, 

He never would ceaſe to be mine, 
Or leave me his faith to deplore, 

Or with heart-breaking anguiſh repine. 


Remind him how oft in the grove 

At my feet he in rapture would kneel, 
And implore me to pity his love, 

Till he taught me fond fool how to feel : 


oh 


RI 


N 

Oh tell him tis now he muſt come, 
For more my poor heart cannot bear; 

Or the maidens will carry me home, 
The victim of love and deſpair, 


SONG XII. 
RONDO. 
Sung by Mrs, WEICRSEII, at Vauxhall; 


F you love me, Strephon, leave me ; 
If you ſtay, I'm undone : 
Oh! you may with eaſe deceive me, 
Prithee charming boy begone. 


Cruel duty bids me go, 

Gentle love commands my ſtay ; 
Duty's {till to love a foe, 

Muſt I this or that obey. 


Ever by this chryſtal ſtream, 
= | could fit and hear the ſigh, 
Enchanted with this pleaſing dream, 
Ah! tis worſe than death to fly. 


SONG XIII. 
The LOVERS STREAM. 
Sung by Miſs JamzsoN, at Vauxhall, 


LOW murm'ring river, flow, 
F Whilſt on thy borders grow, 
Gay Flora's richeſt pride; 
And ſince thy bounty feeds 
The neighb' ring verdant meads, 
In ceaſleſs tinklings glide. 


Upon the whiſp'ring ſtream 
May faithful lovers dream, 


Whilſt 
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Whilf ſings the humming bee; 


Or let th' impaſſion'd ſwain, 


Moft ſweetly there complain, 
Qr pipe in tuneful glee. 


Upon thy banks I'll tray 
To lull my cares away, 
There ſhun the noontide beam; 
Fair quiet here I find, 
This fooths my thoughtful mind, 
I thank thee gentle ſtream, 


SONG XIV. 
JESSY; or, APRIL-DAY. 
Sung by Mr, VERNON, at Vauxhall, 


HILE the bee flies from bloſſom to bloſſom 
| and fips, 
And my Jelly looks buxom and gay, 
Let me hang o her neck, and taſte from her lip 
All the ſweets of an April-day. | 
Ne ſhepherd his flock, the ruſtic his plough, 
The farmer with joy views his hay, 


And Jefly my charmer, when milking her cow, 
Sings the ſweets of an April-day, 


Like ſnow drops with innocent ſweetneſs array'd, 
As blithſome and chearful as May, 

My Jeſſy, the pride of all the gay mead, 
Sung the ſweets of an April-day. 


Remember, dear Jeſſy, and uſe well your power, 
' Your roſe - buds then pluck while 11 may, 
And guiltleſs enjoy all the ſweets of this hour, 
For youth's but an April day. 


SONG 
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SONG XV. | 
The HOGSHEAD of PORT. 
Sung by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall. 


V time paſſes on ever chearful and gay, 

For I've learnt the true art to drive forrow away, 
nd the remedy ſure you'll allow of good ſort,” 

hen I tell you i lies in a Hogſhead of Port. 


hough I can't ſay I'm rich, yet I'm not very poor, 
look without envy en thoſe that have more; 
nenvied to pleaſures gay round they reſort, 

reater joys I derive from a Hogſhead of Port. 


or Phillis I figh'd till I found with ſurprize, | 
hat a brimmer could ſparkle as well as her eyes ; 
hen I left the fair charmer for others to court, 

nd extinguiſh my flame in a Hogſhead of Port. 


hen age after pleaſure forbids me to roam, 

ith my bottle and friend, I ſhall find it at home, 
or I'll not loſe a moment, fince life is but ſhort, 
ver bleſt with my friend and a Hogſhead of Port, 


Iither come then, my friends that are pleaſed with 
ſuch fare, 
full lowing bang, we'll drown all our care: 
dither come from the lains, from the city, or court, 


lere's plenty for all, here's a Hogſhead of Port. 


om 


SONG XVI. 
Sung by Mrs. Hupson, at Vauxhall. 


HINK, fond youth, how great the danger, p 
Should I meet you in the grove; 

irtue though to fear a ſtranger, 

Yet had beſt beware of love. 


Scandal 
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Scandal may be rudely prying, 
And can whiſper more than true: 
On myſelf there's no relying, | 
E'er too late, dear ſwain adieu. 


SONG XVI. k 
STREPHON of the HILL, A 
HEN firſt young Strephon ſought my love, 3 

And met me in the filent grove N 
Though oft my heart confeſs'd his flame, A 
Yet joys and fears alternate came: 19 
For Prudence whiſper'd in my ear, I 
« Be flow te fix, of men beware.“ 81 
Her ſage advice reſtrain'd my will, R 
Though ſued by Strephon of the Hill, Sj 
By gentle arts the ſhepherd ftrove V 
To prove his truth and fix my love, O 
While I refoly'd his faith to try, A 
And every bliſs he aſk d, deny: Fe 
But ſpight of all that Prudence ſaid, V 


I found that love would be obey'd, 
And oft confeſs'd, againſt my will, 
My love for Strephon of the Hill. 


He met me ev'ry morn and eve, 

And prov'd he meant not to deceive ; 
Yet ſtill I ſtaid till time had ſhown, 
That Virtue mark'd him for her own. 


Ye virgins when the ſhepherds woo, 

Be cautious how you think: them true, In 
Let time and prudence curb the will, In 
Till they prove Strephons of the Hill, Ill 
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SONG XVIII. 
The SOGER LA D DIE. 


OG ER Laddie is over the ſea, 

And he'll bring gold and money to me, | 
And when he comes . he'll make me @ lady, 
My bleſſings gang with my Soger Laddie, 


My doughty Laddie is handſome and brave, 
And can as a ſoger and lover behave ; 

True to his country, to love he is ſteady, 
There's few to compare to my Soger Laddie. 


Shield him ye angels from death in alarms, 
Return him with laurels to my longing arms; 
Since from all my care ye'll preſently free me, 
When back to my wiſhes my Soger ye give me. 


O ſoon may his honour bloom fair on his brow, 
As quickly they muſt if he get but his due, 

For in noble actions his courage is ready, 
Which makes me delight in my Soger Laddie. 


SONG XIX 
A PASTORAL, 


| ſtray d, 

But ſhort was her ſway for ſo lovely a maid, 
In the bloom of her youth to a cloifter ſhe run, 
In the bloom of each grace too fair for a nun : 
Ill grounded no doubt a devotion muſt prove, 
So fatal to beauty, ſo killing to love. 


ES, theſe are the ſcenes where with Daphne L 


Yes, theſe are the meadows, the ſhrubs, and the plains, 


Once the ſcene of my FR the ſcene of my pains; 


How 
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How many ſoft moments I ſpent in this grove, 
How fair was my nymph, and how fervent my love : 
Be ſtill though my heart, thine emotions give Oer, 
Remember the ſeaſon of love is no more. 


With her how I ſtray'd amid fountains and bow'rs, 

Or loiter'd behind and collected the flowers, 

Then breathleſs with ardour my fair one purſued, 

And to think with what kindneſs my garland ſhe 
view'd : | 

But be ſtill my fond heart, thine emotions give o'er, 

Fain wouldſt thou forget, thou muſt love her no more. 


SONG XX. 
RONDEALU, 
ELL me gentle Strephon why 


You from my embraces fly ? 
Does my love thy love deftroy ; 
Tell me, I will yet be coy. 
Stay, O ſtay, and J will feign, 
Though I break my heart diſdain; 
But leaſt I too unkind, appear, 
For ev'ry frown Il ſhed a tear. 


And if in vain I court thy love, 
Let mine, at leaft, thy pity move; 


While I ſcorn, vouchſafe to woo, 


Methinks you may diſſemble too, 


SONG XXI. 
Set by Dr. Ak NE. In EL IZ A. 


HEN all the Attick fire was fled, 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom loft her ſeat ; 
The Gothick-mantle ſpread a night, 
That damp'd fair Virtue's fading light; 
The Muſes loſt their mate. Where 
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Where ſhould they wander? what new ſhore: , 


Had yet a laurel left in ſtore ? 
To this bloſt iſle they ſteer: 
Soon the Parnaſhan choir was heard; 
Soon Virtue's ſacred form appear d; 
And freedom ſoon was here, 


e The lazy monk has loft his cell, 
Religion rings her hallow'd bell, 
, She calls thee now by me: 
e. Hark her ſweet voice all-plaintive ſounds, 
See! ſhe receives a thouſand wounds, 
If ſhielded not by thee. 


SONG XXII. 
ADVICE. 


E fair who bend to flattery's pow'r, 
Whoſe pleaſure's to be vain, 

You'll find one ſweet ſequeſter d hour, 
Were bitter with a ſwain : 

Though crouds awhile Flight may move, 
Though empty praiſe may fire, | 

One ſhepherd's more who comes to love, 
Than thouſands to admire. 


If rich in every art and: grace, 
O'er many. you muſt reign, 
And by the magic of a face 
In triumph lead a train ; 
You win but words and fond ſurprize, 
Where love can have no part ; 
You only charm the ear and eyes, 
But never touch the heart, 
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For fame no longer ſpread your ſnare, 
Let folly's call be o'er, 

A lover once your with and care, 
You'll ſigh tor praiſe no more: 

For vanity is but a toy, 
To pleaſe till love appear; 

Let love but touch the heart with joy, 
He'll be for ever dear, 


SONG XXIII. | 
The CAUTIOUS MAID, 


HE lafs that wou'd know how to manage a man, 
| Let her liſten and hear it from me, 
His courage to quell, or his heart to trepan, 
As the time and occaſion agree; 
The girl that has beauty, tho ſmall be her wit, 
May wheedle the clown or the beau, 
The rake may repcl, or may draw in the cit, 
By the uſe of that pretty word, No. 


When the powder dit s around are in chat, 
Each ſtriving his paſſion to ſhow, 
With kiſs me, and love me, my dear, and all that: 
Let her anſwer to all be, Ono! 
When a doſe is contriv'd to lay virtue afleep, 
A preſent, a treat, or a ball, 
She ill muſt refuſe if her empire ſhe'll keep, 
And no be her anſwer to all. 


But when Mr, Dapperwit offers his hand, 
Her partner in wedlock to go ; 
A horſe, and a coach, and a jointure in land, 
She's an idiot if then ſhe ſays, No. 
Put if ſhe's attacked by a youth full of charms, 
Whoſe courtſhip proclaims him a man, 
When preſs'd to his boſom, and claſp'd in his arms, 
Then let her ſay no if ſhe can, 
SONG 
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SONG XXIV. 
The CRYING SHEPHERD. 


ONG time a ſwain had courted Sue, 
And told her all his mind; _. 
But though ſhe found the ſhepherd true, | 
She ne'er to love inclin d: 4 
He preſt her oft to be his brade, | 
She frown'd when ere he came ; 
He fobb'd and cry d, ſhe {till deny'd, 
And ſcorn'd his gen'rous flame. 


With pleafing arts the ſhepherd ſtrove | 
To melt her frozen heart; 

But ſhe defy'd the power of love, 

Not having felt his dart. 

Though every day the ſwain he try'd, 
The nymph remain'd the ſame; 

He ſobb d and cry'd, the ſtill deny'd, 
To own his generous flame, 


Though flighted thus he fonder grew, 
And ſtill the nymph p ur ſued, 
But all his worth was loſt on Sue, | 
Who would not be ſubdued : Ju das 
That ſhe the power of love defy d, A 
All held her much to blame; | \ 
The ſwain ſtill cry'd, that ſhe deny d, 
To own his generous flame. 


At length the god of love drew near, 
And heard the ſwain.lament, 

He whifper'd, Shepherd never fear, 
The nymph {Hall ſoon relent; 

His bow and arrow next he try'd, 
And at young Sue took aim, 3 

She ſobbs and cry d, and ſoon complied, 

To own the ſhepherd's flame. 

A SONG. 
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 $ONG RXV. 
A NEW SONG. 


OTHER day as I fat in the ſycamore ſhade, 
Young Damon came whiſtling along, 
I trembl'd, I bluſh'd, a poor innocent maid, 
And my heart caper'd up to my tongue. 

Silly heart, I cry'd fye, what a flutter is here, 
Young Damon deſigns you no ill, | 
The ſhepherd's fo civil, you have nothing to fear, 

Then prithee fond urchin lie ſtill. 


Sly Damon drew near and knelt down at my feet, 
One kiſs, he demanded no more 

But urg'd the ſoft preſſure ſo ſweet, 
I could not begrudge him a ſcore: 

My lambkins I have kiſs'd, and no change ever found, 
Many times as we have play'd on the hill ; 

But Damon's dear lips made my heart gallop round, 
Nor would the fond urchin lie ſtill, 


When the ſun bloſſes fierce to the ſycamore ſhade, 
For ſhelter I am ſure to repair ; | 
And virgins, in faith, I am no longer afraid, if 
Although the dear ſhepherd be there: | 
At every fond kiſs, that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will, | 
There's ſomething ſo ſweet in the buſtle it makes, 
1 will die ere I bid it lie Rill, it 
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SONG XXVI. hy 


The SHEPHERD INVITATION. ff, 


OME live with me and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſure prove v 

That grove and valley, hill and field, 
Or woods and ficepy mountains yield ; 
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And I will make thee beds of roſes, 
and twine a thouſand amorous poſics, 
o deck thee for wake or fair, 

Vith curious fancy I'll prepare. 


\ cap of flowers and rural kirtle, 
Embroider'd all with/leaves of myrtle ; 

\ belt of ſtraw and ivy buds, 

\ coral claſp and amber ſtuds : 

And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 

I hen come with me and be my love, 
Nymphs and ſwains ſhall dance and ſing, 
For thy delight each May morning. 


SONG XXVII. 


The FEMALE DUELI1ST. 


INCE all fo nicely take offence, 
And pinking is the faſhion, 

I ſoon ſhall find a good pretence 
For being in a paſſion. 


If any on my dreſs or air 
To teſt, dare take occaſion; 

By female honour I declare, 
III have an explanation. 


If you are too free and full of play, 
By Jove, my lads, I will cure ye; 
And if cold you turn away, | 

You will rouſe a very fury, 


A law is every thing 1 ſay, 
No ſwain ſhall call me cruel, 

Whoever my will ſhall difobey, 
Tis tgnal for a duel, | 
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A very Amazon am I, 
And various weapons carry; 
Have lightning glancing in my eye, 
And tongue a ſword to parry, 


E'en let him arm with what he will, 
With Cupid's bow and arrow, 

You ſoon ſhall ſee my man III. kill, 
As eaſy as a ſparrow. 


SONG XXVIII. 
The FEATHERS, a NEW SoNG6. 


ASTE away the bat-fowlers, to Crewes lets 
reſort, 
Spread your nets all to-night, and I warrant you ſport, 
For I know of a bevy that's juſt met tegether, 
A flock of fine birds, and there all in full feather, 


Philoſophers tell us that man is a creature, 

That walks on two legs unfeather'd by nature; 

But woman a form more delightful aſſumes, 

Aud our fair ones are nought but a bundle of plumes, 


The feather, they ſay, is an emblem deſign'd, 

Of the ſex's light nature, that veers with the wind 
And the different colours are laid on their wings, 
To ſhew us that women are changeable things. 


Obſerve how white, yellow, blue, purple and red, 
All the tints of the rainbow are pin'd on their head; 
For feathers they ranſack the air, earth, and ſea, 
And a lady's rout looks like a menagerie, 


So cloſely they ſtick, you wou'd ſwear when you ſee 
'em, 


They had all made a party to rob the Muſeum, 


Or 
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„„ 
Or to feather their neſt well, and make their heads, 
clever, 
Had croſs d Leiceſter-Fields, and plunder'd poor 
Lever. | | 


If below the fair boſom this faſhion ſhould ſpread, 
And the body be plum'd as well as the head, 

It would puzzle Butfon in what genus to place, 

Or what ſpecies allot to this new feather'd race. 


Who knows but our girls, we have ſeen ſtranger 
things, | 

When they once have got feathers, may make them- 
ſelves wings; ; 

Like our ſwallows in winter may ſoon take their 
flight, 

And bid all their huſbands and lovers good night. 


Lets away then to Crewes in purſuit of the fair, 

We may fling a net over them, and catch 'em all there, 
Then mingling together, we'll join the gay throng, 
For your in full feather, and J am in full ſong. 


SONG XXIX. 
ADVICE to CLEORA, 


LEORA, prithee turn your eye, 
And ſee the clouds in yonder ſky ; 
Obſcure the ſun enlivening ray, 
And hide the chearful face of day, 


Mark yet again the humble ſwain, 
Who guards the flocks along the plain, 
The gloomy proſpect calmly view, 
And patient wait to ſce a ſhew, 


Nor anxious be, nor vainly try. 
From clouds to clear the darken'd ſky, 
| But 
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But know a few ſhort moments more, 
-And the day brightens as before. 


This then when clouds of gloom infeſt, 
The 2 region of your breaſt, 


Nor force nor art can check their ſtay, 
The hours muſt wear them all away. 


For ah! believe me, *twere as vain 
To try to ſtop yon haſty rain, 

Or ſtay the fierce impetuous wind, 
As rule the climate of the mind. 


How wild who hopes the ſun to force, 
Or ſhape the clouds uncertain courſe ; 
Not lefs who thinks he may controul 
The clouds and ſunſhine of the ſoul, 


Oh ceaſe impatient for to burn, 

Nor ſtrive to preſs your fun return, 
But like the prudent ſhephegd wait, 
To ſee the clouds and gloom retreat. 


SONG XXX, 
MOSS ROSE. 


WEETEST flower that decks the garden, 
Friend to hapleſs Damon prove, 
And each anxious care rewarding, 
Teach his Delia how to love, 


If thy fair example move her, 
Pleaſure yielding without ſmart ; 

Why thus teaze a ſwain that loves her ? 
Why diſtreſs a broken heart? 


Sure a breaſt ſo fair, ſo tender, 
Gen'rous pity ſhould adorn ; 
And at once its ſweet ſurrender, 
Unembitter'd with a thorn, 


SONG 
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SONG XXXI. 
The GOLDEN GLOVE. 


Wealthy young ſquire of Tamworth we hear, 
A He courted a nobleman's daughter ſo fair, 
And for to marry her it was his intent, 
All friends and relations had given their conſent, 


The time was appointed for the wedding-day, 
A young farmer was choſen the father to be, 
As ſoon as the lady the farmer did ſpy, 

It inflam'd her heart, O my heart! ſhe did cry. 


She turn'd from the ſquire, and nothing ſhe ſaid, 
Inſtead of be'ng marry'd ſhe went to her bed ; 
The thoughts of the farmer ftill run in her mind, 
The way for to have him ſhe ſoon then did find. 


Coat, waiſtcoat and breeches ſhe then did put on, 
And a hunting ſhe went with her dog and her gun; 
She hunted all round where the farmer did dwell, 
Becauſe in her heart ſhe lov'd him ſo well. 


She oftentimes fired but nothing ſhe kilPd ; 

At length the young farmer came into the field: 
Then for to diſcourſe with him it was her intent, 
With her dog and her gun for to meet him ſhe went. 


I thought you had been at the wedding ſhe cry'd, 
To wait on the ſquire to give him his bride ? 

No fir, ſays the farmer, if the truth I may tell, 
PIl not give her away, for I love her too well. 


Suppoſe that the lady ſhould grant you her love, - 
You know that the *ſquire your rival will prove: 
O then, ſays the farmer, I'll take ſword in hand, 

My honour III gain her, or my life's at command. 
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It pleaſed the lady to hear him ſo bold, 


And ſhe gave him a glove that was flower'd with gold; 


She told him ſhe found it a coming along, 
As ſhe was a hunting with her dog and her gun. 


The lady went home with her heart full of love, 


And the gave out a ſpeech'that the had loft her glove, 


And them that do find it and bring it to me, 
The man that does bring it, his bride I will be. 


The farmer was pleaſed when he heard of the news, 


With a heart full of joy to this lady he goes ; 
Dear honour'd lady, I have pick'd up a glove, 


If you will be pleaſed to grant me your love. 


It is already granted, I will be your bride, 

I love the ſweet breath of a farmer ſhe cried, 

I'll be miſtreſs of the dairy and milking the cows, 
While my jolly briſk farmer is whiſtling at plough. 
And when they was married-ſhe tbld of the fun, 
How ſhe hunted the farmer with her dog and gun; 
And now | have got him ſo faſt in my ſnare, 

I'll enjoy him for ever, I vow and declare, 


SONG XXXII. 


8 now my bloom comes on apace 

The ſwains begin to teaze me, 

But two who claim the foremoſt place, 
Try different ways to pleaſe me. 


To judge a - right, and chuſe the beft, 


Is not ſo ſoon decided, 

When both their merits are expreſs'd, 
I may 'be leſs divided. 

Palzmon's flocks unnumber'd ſtray, 
He's rich beyond all meaſure, 

Would | but ſmile, be kind-and gay, 
He'd give me all his treaſure : 
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But then our years ſo agree, 
So much as I remember, 
Id; lt is but May I'm ſure with me, 
With him it is December, 
Can I who ſcarcely am in bloom, 
Let froſt and ſnow be ſuing, 
e, Would ſpoil each rip ning joy to come, 
Bring every charm to ruin, 
For dreſs and ſhew to touch my pride, 
| My little heart is panting ; 
But then there's ſomething elſe beſide, 
I ſoon ſhall find was wanting. 


Then Colin thou my choice ſhall gain, 
For thou wilt ne er deceive me; 

And grey hair'd wealth ſhall plead in vain, 
For thou haft more to give me. 

My fancy paints thee full of charms, 

y looks ſo young and tender, 
Love beats his new and fond alarms, 
To thee I now ſurrender, 


SONG XXXII. 
The COURTSHIP, A CAN TATA. 


RECITATIVE. 
EAR that fam'd pile, on whoſe majeſtic height, 
Sol's radiant beams emit a ſev'n-fold light ; 
Where from each nation, and of ev'ry ſort, 
A num'rous herd of foreigners reſort, 
Corinna dwclt———among the faireſt fair; 
Whom to addrefs each lover does repair : 
And as his fancy prompts, or wit inſpires, 
Imparts his glowing pains and flerce deſires. 
And firſt, from Caledonian Hills, à youth 
Of manners plain, but in addreſs 
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And thus inform'd his tongue, in ſoothing ſtrains un- 
taught: 


A1R I. | 
(T m bubbled, I'm bubbled,—lIn the Beggar's Opera.) 


O bonny laſs, gin ye wull let me but win ye, 
And ſhew nae diſdain to the lad wha adores ye, 
My heart full of glee, ſhall be blith as a bee, 
Gin ye grant but the boon yer Wully implores ye: 
For frae Highland Glens, and the Eraes of Lochaber, 
I'fe come to enjoy ſome dainty brow'd laſſie: 
Let what wull betide, Pfe ha'e thee to my bride, 
And ilka neet l'ſe tull my boſom will hawſe thee. 


But if you fũ ſoon ſhould think me a falſe loon, 
And untull the kirk ye wad na be ganging, 
Wi a ſcornfu proud air ye wad gar me deſpair ; 
Waes me, that for beauty I'ſe cer ſhould be langing ! 
Then gloom na mair ſhyly, but dart a glance Nlyly, 
Fra thoſe twa pawky een that ſae bonnily blinkit: 
Then nae Laird like to me, nor nae Lady like thee, 
Wi ſicken delight ſhall ſae merrily jinkit. 


| RECITATIVE. 
Young Phelim next, a ſtout Hibernian, came, 
Invited by Corinna's ſpreading fame : 
And thus ; with native brogue upon his tongue, C 
He lamentably howl'd his mournful ſong : 


AIR II, 
(Ellen a Room.) 18 
Arrah Honey, how will I my love make appear ? ? 

Arrah Honey, &c. | 

De'e dum me, dear creature, 

My anguiſh is greater 
Than tongue can imagine, or filence declare, I 

At 
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At night as I fit with my friends all * 
un- WAt night, c. 
Your ſweet ſace intruding, 
My ſenfes deluding, 
For the loſs of your abſence [ bitterly moan. 


From the banks of the Shannon for your ſake I come: 
From the banks, &c. 
Then if you are cruel, 
By Si, Patrick | dear jewel, 
hen I'm ded 1 will ſay that you haſten d my doom. 


er, 
hut if youre determin'd poor Phelim to ſa'ave, 
ut if, &c. 

Make haſte to declare it, 

Or fait, gra, I'll ſhwear it, 
in never come hack when I'm once in n my N | 

' ©  Rxcirtarivs. " 

A gallant hero now of Cambrian race, Ol 
Claims in the fair Corinna's heart a place; 
„ rom creat Caractacus hur poaſts — "xr 
And thus Ap-Shink in gives hur paſſion vent: 


AIR III. 
(Of a noble race was Shinkin,) 


Hur was an ancient Priton, 


Of noble plood, Cat pleſs hur ! 
Was hur to ſee 
Hur pedigree, 
. | Cot ſplut' it would amaze hur ! 


? Poor Gwinifred-ap-Evan 
That liv'd at Llanitndovery, 
For Shinkin's ſake 
Was fall'n fo fick 
ur left her paſt recovery. 
At D 2 She 
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She lov'd hur fo ſincerely, 
To town ſhe'd fain have follow'd hur 
But, hold, hur cry'd, 
Hur was no bride, 


For a ſon of creat Cadwallader. 


But if hur had Corinna, 
Hur would not care a farthing, 
For all the reſt, 
In Haverford- Weſt, 
Or eke in fam'd Carmarthen, 


RxcerITATIVE. 


His vous at fair Corinna's ſhrine to pay, 
Advances next un Perruquier Francois: 
But, O! my Muſe, conceal the Barber's name, 
Who ſhines a Marquis in the rank of fame ; 
Equipt in true Pariſian mode and airs, 

Wich arch grimace, he thus his ſuit prefers; 


AIR IV, 
(Mirleton,) 


For vat, my dear, you be ks tendre 
A mon defpairing amour ? 
Your 'art you ave promis'd to rendre ; 


Pourquoi you not make de retour, 1 
A mon Mirleton, Mirleton, Mirleton—a 
A mon Mirleton, ton, ton? " I 
To forget your eſclave is cruelle; | ( 
Can you expect mes devoirs ? 
Ma charmante is grown infidelle, 
And wounds me a chaque revoir: | 
Pauvre Mirleton, &c. N 
Adieu 
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Adieu to ma fauſſe eſperance! 
Adieu les plaiſirs des beaux jours! 
Ma deeſſe appears at diſtance, 


Et ne regarde pas les efforts: | 
De mon Mirleton, &c. 


Ma flamme how can I eteindre 
Mes tourmens encreaſe tous les jours ! 
Ma paſſion I never can peindre, 
So great is de force de Lamour, 
Et de Mirleton, &c. 


If me ave la fortune to pleaſe, 
Ecoutez, ma chere mignonne: 
You fall be la belle — 
And command mine art alone: 
Et le Mirleton, . &c. 


RECITATIVE. 

Now young Ly ſander, an accompliſh'd fwainz, 
As ere was form'd to give a virgin pain, 
Kneel'd at her feet, and fighing to be bleſt, 
His artleſs love in artleſs lays expreſs d. 

| Ark V. 
n heaves my fond boſom 2)) 

If beauty: be pleaſing, 
The nymph how compleat, 

In whom wit and beauty 
Inſenſibly meet 

What heart ſo obdurate 
But theſe can ſubdue? 

And theſe, dear Corinna, 
Concenter in you: _ 

How bleſt is the maid, who 
Like you can diſpenſe 

Wit, beauty, good humour, 
Truth, virtue and ſenſe ! | 
D 3. How: 
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How eaſy the bondage 
Your captives muſt ſhare, . 
In whom ſuch perfections 
Diſtinguiſh'd appear! 
Would deareſt Corinna 
Alleviate my care, | 
How happy Lyfander, 
Poſſeſt of his fair! 
Indulgently ſmile then, 
Mu charmer, and prove, 
No pleaſures can equal 
The raptures of love. 


RRCITATIVE. 


Corinna now each ſuitor had ſurvey'd, 
But on Lyſander only ſmil'd the maid : 
Jo him alone reſign'd her yielding heart, 
, But firſt beſpoke each am'rous youth apart: 


(The ſubſequent Airs to the foregoing Tunes.) 
AIR VI. 


O kind hearted Wully! mind what I ſay tull ye, 
And never mair ramble ſae far a laſſie; 
I'fe a great veneration for aw the Scots nation, 
Then let na diſdain ha'e power to faſh ye: 
But gang ye'r gate hame to the Braes of Lochaber, 
And ſettle ye'r heart on ſome damſel right ſonſy; 
Let what will betide, I'fe can ne'er be thy bride, 
For a bonny young laddie has taken my fancy. 


AIR VII. 


Arrah ! what will I do my poor Phelim to {ave ? 
Arrah ! what, &c, | 
If you dic with vexation, 
You'll have this conſolation, 
To fee me bowl dolefully over your grave. 


AIR 
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AIR VIII. 


Farewel too, fam'd up Shinkin ! 
Hur was too puſillanimous, 
Tg venture on 


A ſhentleman, 
So creat, and ſo magnanimous. 


AIR IX. 
Pardonnez moi, Monſieur le Friſe ! 
Vat you tink to cheate me? 
How you make me Marquiſe, 


Ven you but de Barbier be ? 
Pauvre Mirleton, &c. 


AIR: X. 


If love's a ſweet paſſion, 
And void of all pain, 

When equally felt by 
The nymph and her ſwain, 

Its tranſports, Lyſander, 
Let's mutually ſhare ; 

My heart ſhall be conſtant, 
While you are fincere, -- / 


SONG XXXIV. 
(Braft not miftaken ſwain thy art,) 


ORGIVE, dear girl, my wand'ring eycs 
That can thoſe charms approve : - 
Vhich in fair Chloe's form ſurpriſe, , 
And admiration move. 


| 


[js her's to captivate the view, 
With beauty's brittle chain ; 
"bile, lovely Sacharifſa, you 
The heart a flave detain, 
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In willing bonds, the captive yields 


To your reſiſtleſs pow r: 
While Chloe, like the idiot, builds 
In air the baſeleſs tow'r. 


Let jealouſy ne'er haunt your breaſt, - 
Nor caſt one thought that way: 
Suſpicion's but a fiend at beſt, 


That frights our peace away, 
The conqueſt which your eyes obtain'd, 


Your mental charms ſecure : 
Within that heart where firſt you reign'd, 
Unrivall'd till endure, - 


SONG XXXV, 
(Stick a pin there.) 


HEN firſt to addreſs my dear Chloe I went, 
I reſolv'd to declare in plain terms my intent: 
And inſtead of dull praiſes, which others beſtow, 
To aſk her downright if ſhe'd have me or no, 


But, alas ! ſo unpraftis'd a novice was I, 
I figh'd when I ſaw her, yet cou'd not tell why: 
I ſimper'd, look fooliſh, and hung down my head, 
And forgot e ery word 1 deſign d to have ſaid. 


The nymph in the leſſon of love was well vers d, 
"Twas a leſſon I found ſhe had often rehears'd : 
She ſaw through my ſilence, and bade me advance, 
With a ſmile that awaken'd me out of my trance, 


Forgive me, dear angel! enraptur'd, I cry'd; 
A truce with your rhapſodies, Chloe reply'd, 
Your eyes ſpeak too plain ;—for ſuch ſkill I profeſs, 
That a wink is ſufficient the reſt I can gueſs, 


What an adept, ſaid I, are yeu grown in love's art, 
That from looks can interpret the ſtate of the heart ! 


And 
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And how great penetration, dear Chloe, is thine ! 
Fhat from one tender glance can my meaning divine, 


No language, my fair, ſo expreflive can prove, 
As this filent, but ſweet elocution of love: _ 
And determin'd to make farther proof of her ſkill, 
My eyes put the queſtion, —her's anſwer'd, I will, 


Then without farther prelude, we wedded next day; 
And I preſs'd her the conjugal rites to obey : 
She affected ſurprize—cou'd not gueſs my intent, 
So I tipt her the wink, and the knew what I meant, 


SONG XXXVI. 
The POSEY; or, the Lover's GIT. 
N (By a prattling flream on a Midſummer Eve,) 
A T the —4 of tde day, on the banks of the 
here ſweet-ſwelling odours perfume the gay mead, 
air Flora! I cried, attend my requeſt, 8, 11 
and bring me a poſey for dear Chloe's breaſt. 


ö The goddeſs attentive my ſummons obey d, 
And brought me a noſegay; O take it, ſhe ſaidy 
aſte, haſte, and preſent it to Chloe the fair, 
Vith wings ſwift as thought to the charmer repair. 


„ 


ö Each flower appear'd in its lovel'eſt array, | 
nd ſtrove which ſhould moſt- its bright beauties dif- 
play ; 0 
he jeſs mine, carnation, the lilly and roſe, 
n fragrance delightful their ſweets did diſcloſe, 


I preſented the gift, which the fair did approve, 

nd receiv'd it with joy as a proof of my love: 
hen ſighing, ſhe kindly expreſs'd her delight, 
ind ſhe gave me her heart my pains to requite, 


art, 


And 
Dear 
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And who are fo joyous, ſo happy as we? 
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Dear Chloe, ſaid I, what an emblem is here! 
Though your beauty like theſe in its bloom doth ap- 
ar, | 
Yet, like theſe it is frail, and will ſoon paſs away; 
But virtue's a flower which ne'er will decay. 


SONG XXXVII, 


An Invitation to the Court of Co Mu us. 


Tome, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks wwe mu 
4 . ſhear.) | 


OME, come, ye choice ſpirits, together reſort, 
In your holiday ſuits to great Comus's court; 
The heartieſt of Bloods are the joyous and free; 


We harbour no precepts by dull Cynics taught, 
We practiſe no rules, with ſobriety fraught : 

The thoughts of our hearts you may read in our eyes, 
For knowing no terror we need no diſguiſe. 


By ſanctifyd maxims and hypocrites ſway'd ; 
But we all the children of Realite are bredꝰ 
By her dictates alone we are guided to prove 

The delights of the bottle, and raptures of love. 


That giant the watchman we never can dread; 
His intruſion we puniſh by breaking his head: 
Champaigne and burgundy expel all our care, 

And we toaſt the kind girl, be ſbe black, brown or 
fair. 

When love has poſſeſs d us, ſome damſel we hire, 
Whoſe eyes like the liquor inflame our deſire: 

So joyous and hearty we'll drink and be gay, 
And leave ſober Cits to defraud and betray, 


SONGS 


FEW I] 


i SONG XXXVII. 


CELIMENE. ACAN TATA. 
RECITATIVE. 


ENE AT H an aged oak's auſpicious ſhade, 
By nature ſeem'd for hapleſs lovers made, 
Coy Celimene, pride of all the plain; 
if For whom a thouſand ſhepherds ſigh'd in vain, 
Now loſt to love, a prey to anxious Care, 
To Venus thus prefers her ardent pray : 


AIK I. 
(Vainly now ye ftrive to charm me.) 


Cytherea ! deign to hear me, 
Goddeſs of the tender flame ! 
To Camillo quickly bear me, 
$, Let me find him ftill the ſame, 


till unchang'd, O let me find him, 

As I hop'd the ſwain wou'd prove, 
hen with ſtrongeſt vows to bind him, 
Firſt he ſigh'd and talk'd of love! 


hee, great Queen ! alone adoring, 
See my heart with anguiſh bleed: 
Proftrate here thy aid imploring, 
Let thy ſuppliant ſucceed, 


n or 

hen, if e er again between ye, 
Future conteſts ſhould ariſe, . * 

et the judge be Celimene, ,,.. 
Thine ſhall be the golden prize. 


RRCITATIVE. 


She ſaid—and lo! the ſev ring clouds pave way; 
is when Aurora brings the morning- ray: 


N G And 


Ire, 


* 
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And to the fair one's view diſclos'd above, 
In her triumphant car, - the Queen of Love. 
The ſiſter Graces waiting round appear, 
And Cupids guard the beauteous charioteer ; 
Her doves, the goddeſs bids their flight reftrain, 
And thus afſwages Celimene's pain : ( 


AIR II. 


(Lovely nymph no more PU range.) 
Lovely nymph thy plaints give o er, 
Venus will thy peace reſtore: 
And thy lover, 
Late a rover, 
Wanders from thy arms no more. 


RECITATIVE. 


Now Cupid haſtens to the neighb'ring grove, 
At once the god and meſſenger of love, 
He bent his bow, a ſwift-wing'd arrow drew, 
And inſtant to Camillo's heart it flew ; 
No ſooner had the ſhaft empierc'd his breaſt, 
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Than he—a victim to love's pow r confeſt, 
The injur d fair-one ſought, and thus addreſt: 


Aix III. 
(What med cine can ſof teu the boſom's keen ſmart.) 


Bright nymph, to whoſe beauty ſubmiſſive I bend, 
Though a rebel to love I appear, i 

My tranſgreſſion forgive, and if more I offend, 
Ne'er believe my repentance ſincere. N. 


Camillo wou'd ne er from thy boſom have ſtray d, N 
Had my charmer been kind as ſhe's fair; 

But when my fond paſſion with ſcorn you repay d, V 
You froze me quite into deſpair, | 
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Then let each coy virgin this leſſon learn hence, 


How fantaſtic the maxim and vain ! 
To think that a ſhepherd of virtue and ſenſe, 
Will be aw'd into love by diſdain, 


Celimene's ſweet ſmile had alone the ſoft art, 
The faith of Camillo to prove : 

For kindneſs can only ſecure the fond heart, 
And love be rewarded with love, ATT, 


| SONG XXX. 3, 
BTIVE-E NTS ANN, 
(The ſun was ſunk beneath the hill.) 


HEN the rough north forgets to howl, 
And ocean's billows ceaſe to roll ; 
When Lybian ſands are bound in froſt, 
And cold to Nova Zembla's Toft ; 
When heav'nly bodies ceaſe to move, 
| My blue-ey'd Ann I'll ceaſe to love. 


No more ſhall flow'rs the meads adorn ; 
Nor ſweetneſs deck the roſy thorn ; 
Nor ſwelling buds proclaim the ſpring ; 
Nor parching heats the dog-ftar bring z 
Nor laughing lillies paint the grove, 
When blue-ey'd Ann I ceaſe to love. 


No more ſhall joy in hope be found ; 
Nor pleaſures dance the frolic round; 
Nor love's light god inhabit earth ; 
Nor beauty give the paſſion birth ; 
| Nor heat to ſummer ſun-ſhine cleave, 
Wen blue eyd Nanny I deceive, 


When rolling ſeaſons ceaſe to change, 
Theil Inconſtancy forgets to range; 
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When laviſh May no more ſhall bloom ; 
Nor gardens yield a rich perfume ; 

When nature from her ſphere thall ſtart, 
I'll tear my Nanny from my heart, 


SONG XL 
ACTON FA.T.qI.NY. 


(Y: ſwains that are courting a maid.) 


T Acton, the George is the ſign, 
An inn that Im frequently at, 
Lives a girl dreſſes neat, though not fine, 
The ſweet pretty chambermaid Pat. 
To praiſe her, ye poets divine | 
Your verſes would even ſeem flat, 
How bold this attempt then of mine, 
To deſcribe all the beauties of Pat, 


Howe'er, I'll purſue the ſweet theme, 


Though you ſay of my verſe this and that 


Since to me 'twill be pleaſure extreme, 
If approv'd by my dear pretty Pat : 
At a ſimile too I will ftrive, | 
Though as dull and as grave as a cat: 
And believe me the ſweets of the hive, 
Cannot vie with the lips of my Pat. 


When I ſay her, cheek rivals the roſe, 
That her hair's black and fleck as my hat, 


It does only my weakneſs expoſe, 
To compare ſuch mean things with my Pat : 


When 1 tell ter, her boſom's as white 
As any to Reynold's cer fat ; 

That her eyes are more piercing and bright, 
do not then flatter my Pat, 
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For may I be baulk d of my ſport, 5021 
And be worry'd and drown d like a rat, 
If I think all the beauties at court, 

When. undreſs d, could compare with my Pat. 
Since ſhe's neither too ſhort, nor too tall, 

Nor is ſhe too lean, or too fat ; 
But exa'tly proportion'd in all, 

Is the form of my dear pretty Pat. 


In the coldeſt of winter's cold nights, 
Uncloath'd on a wet dirty mat, 
I wou'd lie to obtain the delights, ha 
That can be difpens'd by my Pat. | 
And, ye lovers of cricket] who play, 
And are dextrous at ball and at bat, 
How you'd ftruggle a hot ſummer's day, 
If the prize were a night with my Pat. 


And now I ſuppoſe you all gueſs, 
And think you know what I'd be at, 
Why, honeſtly, faith, I confeſs, 
"Tis the love of my dear pretty Pat ; 
But ſhe proves to be virtuous as fair, 
What ever the people may chat, 
Which, though in a chambermaid rare, 
Is ne ertheleſs true of my Pat. 


* 
* 


SONG XII. 
The INCONSTANT. . 
(Mufic has pow'r to melt the ſoul.) _. 


T moves your wonder that my ſoul, 
Which ever rov'd before, 

The charms of Chloe ſhould controul, 

And that I rove no more. 
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But know, in her, my fickle mind, 


That ftray'd from fair to fair, 
Can ev'ry day new — find, ' 


And prave inconſtant there, 


Her eyes, that heav'nly luſtre beam, 
Enthral my heart this day : 

The next, to raiſe an rela: flame, 
New charms her lips diſplay. 


The heaving marble of her breaft 
Shall ſoon attract my fight, 

With beauties not to be expreſs'd, 
And yield a ſtrange delight. 


Inconſtant, from that boſom fair 
My eyes at length depart : [ 
'The waving ringlets of her hair 
Have now. enſnar d my heart. 


Attracted by a pow rful charm, 1 
From thence tis led away: 

The whiteneſs of her well-turn'd arm 
Now bears ſuperior ſway, 

Thus is my ardent love of change, X 
In Chloe gratify'd : 

Midſt various beauties ftill I range, 11 
By her they re all ſupply d. 

SONG XLII. I. 


(What muſic dwells in Polly's frame.) 
HLOE, my vows you wan't believe, 
Whene'er I talk of love, A 
You think I ſpeak but to deceive, 
You think me prone to rove : 
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Your charge is juſt, I own my fault, 
I love not as before, 
Yet ſtill I do but what I ought, 
I love not but adore. 


SONG XL. 


The SAILOR's DRęPARTUR R; or, 
Honeſt Ja ck, the Boatſwain's Song. 


(Old Woman of Grimftone.) 
OME, my bold Britiſh tars, 


Who have never fear'd wars, 
Let fly the jack, pendant, and enſign, 
Our guns we'll run out, 
And give Monſicur a bout, 
That will make him forget all his fencing. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Round the coaſt of old France, 
We will lead them a dance, 
But we'll firſt chear our hearts with ſome flip: 
Then loud claps of thunder, 
Shall ſtrike em with wonder, 
How the Frenchmen like frogs will all ſkip ! 
Tol de rol, &c. 


But behold the Penzance ! 
See her boldly advance, 
In ſpigtit of rough winds and hard weather: 
With ſuch leaders as theſe, 
We will plough the rough ſeas, 


And tack all our courſes together. | 
Jol de rol, &c. 


While our-bottoms can ſwim, 
O'er the ocean well ſkim, 


ou 


E 3 Then 


P Q _ v . 12 x * * 
PPP & 3 = P 
— 2 — * * nd "P 
= — — 2 — — —— — — = = = _- * — 
* - w_ . — 4 * * oa, 2 3 4 — + < 
I WE St 


* - _ 


— — 


| 
1 


— = 


> . jy 2 
. —————— 


N 


CCC IPO TIRES ICT. 


I — — C a 1 
— — — — — — m — —— 
7 * 


2 —— — _ 1 2 


( 4 ] 
Then bring home our riches all hither : ' 
And we'll rant, and well ring, 
And we'll drink, and we'll ſing, 


King George and Old England far ever ! 
Tol de rol, &c. 


SONG XLIV. 
WINTER. 
(To thee O gentle ſleep alone.) 
DIEU ye groves, adieu ye plains ; 


All nature mourning lies ; 
e gloomy clouds, and thick ning rains, 
Obſcure the lab'ring ſkies, 


See from a far th' impending ftorm, 
With ſullen haſte appear ; 

See Winter comes, a dreary form, 
To rule the falling year. 


No more the lambs with gameſome bound 


Rejoice the gladden'd fight ; 
No more the gay enamell'd ground, 
Or ſylvan ſcenes delight. 


Thus, Zephalinda, much-lov'd maid, 
Thy early charms ſhall fail; 

The roſe muſt droop, the lilly fade, 
And Winter ſoon prevail. 


Again the lark, ſweet bird of May, 
May riſe on active wing, | 

Again the ſportive herds may play, 
And hail reviving ſpring. 

But youth, my fair, ſees no return ; 
The pleaſing bubble's o er; 

In vain it's fleeting joys you maurn, 
They fall to bloom no more, 


Haſte 


aſte 


( 4d ] 
Hafte then, dear girl, that time improve 
Which art can ne'cr regain, 


In bliſsful ſcenes of mutual love, 
With ſome diſtinguiſh'd ſwain. 


So ſhall life's ſpri ing, like jocund May, 
Paſs ſmiling and ſerene ; 

Thus Summer, Autumn, — away, 
And Winter cloſe the ſcene. 


SONG XLV. 
The DEZLICATE Co MTTIAN CE. 


(As Celia in her garden ftray'd.) 


S Delia ſat near Belmont's chair, 
Her hand he fondly preſt; 
And ſmiling ſaw the matchleſs fair, 
Reclin'd upon his breaſt. 


A tender with began to riſe, 
Inſpir'd by love alone, 

As Delia's more than magic eyes, 
Were center'd on his own. 


« My life, cry'd Belmont, in a voice 
Which ſhe was us'd to hear, 

«« You muſt indulge a huſband's choice, 
« So come this way my dear.“ 


A crimſon ſpread o'er Delia's face, 
That might the eaſt adorn ; 

And point with more celeſtial grace, 
The roſy cheeks of morn. 


The burning youth ſhe fondly. kiſt, 
Expellin "8 balmy dews, 

And begg'd he would not then inſiſt, 
On what ſhe muft refuſe, 
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Twas twelve——the bliſs he then delay'd, 
When Delia's thoughts he read; 


Eut rang the bell to call the maid, 
And ſlipt himſelf, to bed. 


SONG XLVI. 
The SYECTACLE MAKER, 
O Delia how fond and how ſpeechleſs am I.) 


S upright and ftrait as my pg is the fair, 
Her ſkin with my poliſher vies; 
Her breath may with freſh melted cement compare, 
And with well-polifh'd glaſſes her eyes. 


As ſable her hair as the ſmall-coal I uſe, 
Her teeth my fine putty beſpeaks ; 

My ſeventh-waſh'd. em ry its colour muſt loſe, 
Compar'd with the dye of her checks, 


A tool on which concave for myops are ground, 
Shews the ſpherical form of each breaſt ; 
But ſay, ye opticians, what tool can be found, 

Whereby all their velvet's expreſt ? 


A metaline ſpeculum void of a flaw, 
Well figures her action's perfection, 
Which o'er the moſt beauty my eyes ever ſaw, 
Diffuſes a ſplendid reflection. 


SONG XLVn. = ! 
(In vain fond youth thy tears give ver.) 
Hr vain Clariſſa's fond attempt, 
To cheat her wary lover's eyes! 


With aukward looks of cold contempt, 
To frown and ſeem ſeverely wiſc ! 
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If happy Damon form'd to pleaſe, 
And captivate each female heart, 

With eloquence perſwaſive plead 
The tender paſſion void of art: 


Nature, in pity to the youth, 
Aﬀerts her empire oer the fair; 

She ſees with kind concern his truth, 
And thinks him not beneath her care, 


By love and nature both betray'd, 
No more ſhe truſts fantaſtic pride 
And though ſo late a ſcornful maid, 
Now ſmiles a moſt ſubmiſſive bride, 


SON G XLVIIL 
The SLIGRHTED SHEPHERD. 


HEN firſt Clarinda's charms I view'd, 

Her ſprightly mien and graceful air, 
Surpriz'd I gaz d, and penſive ſtood, 
And with delight ſurvey'd the fair. 


Her cheeks the roſe's bluſh excell'd ; 
Her eyes than di'monds brighter far : 
When I her lovely. form beheld, 
Her beauty did my heart enſnare. 


Now conſcious of her powerful ſway, 
Proud of the conqueſt the hath gain'd, 
My love ſhe doth with ſcorn repay, 
My tighs and vows are all diſdain'd. 


Beware, ye ſwains, e'er tis too lute, 
Her captivating beauty ſhun ; 

eſt you ſhould ſhare my hapleſs fate, 
Left you like me ſhquld be undone, 


SONG 
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SONG XIIX. 
MAY MORNING. 
MI morning ! ev'ry praiſe is thine, 


All nature owns thy pow'r benign. 
The choral warblers of the ſpring, 

To thee their virgin anthems ſing. 

To thee the linnet ſwells his-note, 

To thee the red- breaſt ſtrains his throat, 
And ev'ry ſhrub, and ev'ry tree 

Is full of muſic, full of thee, 


The lilly now exalts her head, 
And humble cowſlips gild the mead. 
The tulip ſmiles upon the day, 
Fnamour'd of its maiden ray, 
The vi'let ſpreads. her purple breaſt, 
The roſe puts on her crimſon veſt ; 
But ev'ry ſplendid flow'r we ſee, 
May morning, owes its charms to thee, 


Love enters now its golden reign, 
And deals out pleafure mix d with pain; 
The ſhepherd feels the tender flame, 
And longs for joys he fears to name. 
The nymph lifts up her ſwimming eyes, 
And languiſhes, and pants and fighs, 
She breathes the ſoftneſs of the dove, 
And all her flutt' ring ſoul is love, 


Then come, my fair, and let us prove 
The dear delights of virtuous love ; 
For virtue dignifies the mind, 
And makcs the paſſion more refin'd. 


(47 ] 
What boundleſs rapture we ſhall taſte, 
Wen ſacred Hymen binds us fat ! 
hen ſpring ſhall make her conſtant ſtay, 
And ev'ry morning ſhall be May. 


SONG L. 
(Farewel to Lochaber, and farewel my Jean.) 


AREWEL to my paſſion : farewel to my Jean ; 

Farewel, ye ſweet ſcenes, where ſo happy I've 
been ; 

No wonder my heart is with grief running o'er, 

dor I muſt fee you, and my Jeany no more. 

She was noble and fair, and kind without art, 

She poſſeſs d the ſoft power of enſlaving the heart; 

] lov'd her with truth, and will ever repine, 

Fond fool that I was that I fancied her mine, 


O! place me kind fate ! near Ontario's waves, 

r the banks which the beautiful Ohio laves, 

here unſeen and unknown let me ever deplore, 

hat ſhe lov'd me ſo much, and yet lov'd me no more, 
If by the wild tribes, I am ſought from afar, 

o direct them in peace, or to lead them in war, 
For me they ſhall imple and ſavage remain, 

und free tiom refinement, be free from pain. 


But behold from proud Gaul appears a fierce band, 
In a thouſand bol i prows they advance to the ſtrand; 
Now wars dire lurms through the whole iſland runs, 

And the loud voice of Freedom arouſes her ſons : 
How welcome the hour ſhall permit me to prove, 
he true heart for freedom's the heart true to love. 
hen toon, O! ye. powers! may I reach the ſtill 
ſhore, 


Vhere paſſion and Jeany ſhall vex me no more! 


SONG 
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SON 6) LI. 
COLLINETTA. 


8 Collinetta croſs'd the plain, 
Driving before her fleecy train, 
To graze the verdant mead ; 
She chanting paſsd the time away, 
So ſweetly did ſhe grace each lay, 
Her wanton lambs gave heed. 


Young Corydon, behind the grove 

Guarded with care his tender drove, 
Near to a prattling ſtream ; 

As on the bank he muſing lay, 

Pleas'd with the tranſports of the day, 
O'erheard the damſel's theme, 


He ftarted up, and with ſurprize; 

Fair Collinetta greets his eyes, 
With tranſport then he ran, 

And claſp'd the fair about the waiſt, 

A thouſand times the maid embrac'd, 
Graſping her lilly hand, 


4 O Collinetta, quoth the ſwain, 


« Ceaſe more to wander o'er the plain, 


% With thefe your fleecy care, 
« But in the vale by yonder grove, 
« Where fond Myrtillo ſung of love, 
% Tour flock with mine ſhall fare.“ 


« No, no, reply'd the bluſhing fair, 
« To yonder cot I muſt repair, 

« Or Damon pipes no more ; 
& Should 1 neglect my faithful ſwain, 
« He'd think his Collinert:'s flain, 

& And ſearch the country o'er,” 


«© How 


How 


. 
« How hard my fate, the ruſtic cry d? 
ow hard my fate the plain reply d, 
While mournful Eccho rung; 
1% What muſt my Collinetta go, 


« Then muft 1 pine with endleſs woe,” 
The mournful ſhepherd ſung. 


Thus Corydon the left alone, 
While to the on he makes his moan, 
She to her Damon flew ; 
He, on his reed doth ſweetly play, 
While the exalts her vocal lay, 
Still endleſs joys renew. 


SONG LI. 


F Polly's charms, or Sally's wit, 
Unenvy'd bards attune your lays, 
But for a while let theſe ſubmit, 
While I prefer my Jenny's praiſe. - 
Sure Jenny is the Queen of Love, 
Inſtead of her the poets feign, 
Her angel face and beauty prove, 
She's born o'er all mankind to reign. 
When Phcebus gilds the painted mead, 
She too his genial influence ſhares ; 
New pleaſure and delight we read, 
In that ſweet ſmile my Jenny wears. 


At noon unto the ſhady grove, 
I haſte to ſeek my charming fair; 
With Jenny, plzas'd all day I rove, 
And home with her at eve repair. 
While nightingales delight to ſing, 
And emulate my Jenny's voice ; 
While vi'lets deck the blooming ſpring, 
Oc lambkins in their _— rejoice : 
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So long within my faithful heart, 
Dear Jenny ſhall her place maintain, 
Unrivall'd there her powr aſſert, 
While other beauties ſhine in vain. 


SONG . | | 


OW blith are the lambkins that on the plain 
feed! 
How joyful the nightingales ſing! 
How beautcous the villet that detks the gay meatl, II 
And with fragrance enlivens the ſpring ! 8 
But Sally alone, like bright Phœbus can chear, 15 
And give joy to her ſwain, like his beams to the year, 


*Tis her charming influence gladdens the ſcene, 1 
And diffuſes ſuch pleaſure-around'; hy ) 
All nature at ſight of my dear is ſerene, | If 


And with raptures my heart doth abound: 
No longer in ſadneſs I1l paſs the long day, © © V 
For Sally's dear preſence drive ſorrow away. | 


When in autumn the fall of the leaves from the trees, 11 
The winter's approach doth deolare; 

The proſpect to others unwelcome——car' pleafe, ' T 
If bleſt with a ſmile from my fair; ! 

For December's long ev'nings I'll careful improve, 

In repeating to Sally the raptures of love. „ * 


O tell me, my angel, —by what tender name 
Shall a lover thy virtue expreſs? 
What words are invented to dictate * flame, 
That I for my charmer profeſs ? 
No language, my Sally,. but truth without art, 
Can relate my fond paſſion—bear witneſs my heart. 


SONG 
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SONG LW. 
LORA! goddeſs of the ſpring, 
Clad in verdint robes appear; 


With thy preſence welcome in 
The promiſe of the infant year. 


Diſſolve in ſtreams the chryſtal flood, 
In winter's icy ſhackles bound, 

From nipping froſt ſecure the bud, 
With nature's pencil paint the ground. 


Bring, propitious deity, 
The ſnow-drop foremoſt in thy train; 


The gilded crocus bring with thee, 


And bid the ſeaſon ſmile again. 


Let each vernal flow'r combine, 

The cowſlip fweet, and primroſe gay, 
With theſe the purple vi'let twine, 

To crown Camilla Queen of May. 


Thus the lovely: fair array'd, 
With indulgent ſmiles ſhall prove, 
The delights of ſpring were made 
To fan the lambent flame of love, 


SONG LV. 


(Soft invader, of my ſoul.) 
LOOM of beauty, pride of May, 


Sprightly, charming, young and gay; 


Come, bedeck'd in love's array, 

And thy charms divine diſplay, 

In that ſweet enchanting face, 

Heav'ns fair image let me trace, 

Sprung from more than mortal race ! 

Belle, muſe, virgin, nymph, and grace, 
F 2 


Then, 
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Then, to tafte of joys divine, 
And make bliſs eeleſtial mine; 
Let, dear Silvia, let me join, 
My tranſported ſoul with thine. 


On that pure expanſe of ſnow, 
On thoſe cheeks where lillies blow, 
Where the roſes blooming glow, 
Lips, from whence does nectar flow : 
On thoſe eyes ſo killing bright, 
Mathes darting forth of light, 
Let me feaſt my raviſh'd fight, 
And enjoy ſupreme delight. 
Then, to taſte of joys divine, 
And make bliſs celeſtial mine, 
Let, dear Silvia, let me join : 


My tranſported ſoul with thine, 


SONG LVI. 


The SPARROW and his MATE; er, 
VALENTINE Day. 


An EPITHALAMIUM, 


(Hearveft home.) 


OME let us agree, 
As jovial to be, 
As the warblers this morn on the ſpray ; 
No cares to perplex us, 
No troubles to vex us, 
Let innocent mirth crown the day ; 
For Hymen bids play, 
To keep holiday, 
And celebrate Valentine's Day. 


The ſparrow ſhall prate, 
Love ſongs to his mate, 


A. 
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As he ſkims by her fide to the neſt ; 
There by her cloſe feated, 


The kiſs is repeated, U 


To chear the dear bird he loves beſt, 
Let's Hymen obey, 
And keep holiday, 

To celebrate Valentine's Day. 


Like him may the ſwain 
His wiſhes obtain, 
When the paſtime of love ſhall begin; 
Like her may the bride 
(The coy bluſh thrown aſide) 
His affections continue to win! 
And when Hymen bids play, 
His dictates obey, 


In remembrance of Valentine's Day. 


Their offspring each year, 
Increas'd thall appear, 
And the table receive a new gueſt ; 
But now it grows late, 
Let the ſparrow and mate 
Be permitted to handſel their neft : 
There, frolic and gay, 
Let 'em Hymen obey, 
Ard celebrate Valentine's Day. 


SONG LVIL 


(Deareft Daphne turn thine eyes.) 


EAR where the filver Severn ſtrays, 
And through the fertile valley plays, 
There liv'd a nymph for beauty fam'd, 
And fair Florella was ſhe nam'd ; 
Her form improv'd by ev'ry charm, 
Did ev'ry ſwain with _ alarm; 
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Gay Strephon's heart ſhe did inſpire, 
And all his ſoul confcſs'd the fire. 


The neighb'ring youths beheld the maid, 
To her their ardent homage paid ; , 
But vain was ev'ry fond attempt, 

Florella view'd them with contempt : ] 
For, Strephon ſhe fincerely lov'd, 
His gen'rous paſſion ſhe approv'd, 
For him ſhe felt her boſom burn, 
And love for love the did return. 


Now each with envy and diſdain, 
Regard Florella's fav'rite ſwain ; 
And all by turns their art employ, 
His heart-felt wiſhes ts deſtroy : 
But no contrivance would prevail, 
She ſcorn'd to liften to their tale ; 
No envious rival could remove 
The happy Strephon from her love. 


To Strephon ſhe her heart doth give, 
And in return doth his receive ; 
With raptures he enjeys the fair, 
And fhe's her darling ſhepherd s care; 
His truth her conftancy requites ; 
While bliſsful tranſports, fond delights, 
And everlaſting pleaſures prove, 
The joys that wait on mutual love, 


. 


— 8 
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SONG LVIIII. 
LOVE and WINE. 


(Briſk wine makes us gay, and tis beauty leads on.) | 


Y Bacchus and Cupid aſſiſted, we'll ſing 
The charms of good liquor and love ; ; 
ell carouſe in ſoft pleaſure, for time's on the wing, 


And the wine ſhall our ſorrows remove. 
CHORUS 


y 


ig. 
8. 


1141 
CHOLUS | 
We'll be jovial and gladſome, «nd cheerfully ſm:. , 
While Peggy and clarct the minutes beguile, ; 


Then take off the glaſs in a health to the fair, 
And let it go m-rrily round : 
Let's deſpiſe ev'ry ſymptom of anxious dull care, 
While with tranſport and mirth we abound, 
CHORUS. 
We'll be jovial and gladſome, and cheerfully ſmile, 
While Peggy and claret the minutes beguile. 


Tis the generous nymph and the ſparkling champaign- 
That afford us ſuch Llifs and delight; 
They enliven our joys and expel cv ry pain, 
And crown us with bleſſings all night, 
CHORUS 
Then jovial and gladſome we'll cheerfully ſmile, 
While Peggy and claret the minutes beguile. 


Then firſt with briſk nectar we'll cheriſh the heart, 
Aud drown all our cares in the bowl ; 
Then to the kind fair-one our wiſhes impart, 
And with beauty repleniſh the ſoul, 
CHORUS, 
We'll be jovial and gladſome, and cheerfully i 
While Peggy and claret the minutes beguile, 


SONG LIX. 
WIT and BEAUTY, 
(When love and youth cannot make way, 


HEN wit and beauty both conſpire 
To pierce the tender heart, | 
Who can withſtand the pow'rful fire, 
Or can repel the dart ? 
"Tis 
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Tis this a conqueſt will obtain, 
When that ſhill ceaſe to be; 


But when by both beſieg'd in vain, 
We labour to be free. 


The ſwain by Venus' pow'r diſmay d, 
Can only be alarm'd ; 

But when Minerva lends her aid, 
He's totally diſarm'd. 


SONG IX. 
The WEDDING DAY, 


E ſprightly nymphs, and jovial ſwains, 
That tend your flocks upon your plains, 


To yorder cottage haſte away, 
And celebrate this happy day. 


To day the fair Clarinda deign'd 
To yield her kind conſenting hand, 
To am'rous Colin of the green, 

The blitheſt youth that e er was ſeen. 


Love join'd their mutual hearts in one, 
And Hymen's rites are now begun; 
With joyful welcomes hafte away, 

And hail Clarinda's wedding day. 


Let ev'ry lad chuſe out his laſs, 
And lead her o'er the bended graſs ; 
Then to the cottage all repair, 

And kindly greet the happy fair. 


The bridal ſports ſhall then enſue, 
And ev'ry tender wiſh renew; 
Tranſporting kiſſes ſhall impart, 

A fond deſire to ev ry heart. 


C91 
Fach nymph and ſwain by love infpir'd, a 
Shall be with bliſsful raptures fir d, 
\nd mirth, and joy, and jollity, 
hall crown Clarinda's wedding day. 


N SONG LXI. 


(If love's a ſweet paſſion why does it torment. 


F Chloe's an angel, why does ſhe torment ? 
If coquettiſh, O tell me, whence, comes my con- 
tent ? 
en I gaze on her beauty, why ſhould I complain, 
Or lament that ſhe's fair, when I know tis in vain ? 
ough ſo graceful her mien is, ſo ſcornful her air, 
at at once ſhe enthrals me with love and deſpair. 


I approach her reſpectſul, and when we're alone, 
y my aſpect dejected | make my grief known ; 
ut, O, how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe appears, 

y ſome artful deſign to expel all my fears ! 

hen diſguiſing her ſcorn, ſhe encreaſes my flame, 

nd fills me with raptures too boundlefs to name. 


SONG LXII. 


HAT dear enchanting charms adorn 
My lovely, lovely, lovely Polly! 

he fragrance of the roſy morn 

Blooms in my lovely Polly. 


he feather'd ſongſters of the grove | 
All tune their notes for lovely Polly ; 
nd warble forth their ſongs of love, 


To pleaſe my charming Polly. 


1 
Of all the village-nymphs, there's none 
Can equal lovely beauteous Polly; 
Her killing air my heart has woh, 
And now I ſigh for Polly. 


For her a flow'ry wreath Vll twine, 
And then preſert it to my Polly, 
In whom a thouſand graces ſhine, 


My lovely charming Polly, 


Fre 


SONG ILXII. Vo 
(Stern winter has 7 us the trees are in bloem.) But, 
| 9. 


HO' winter's rude proſpect begins to draw near, 

And Flora's gay beauties will ſoon diſappear, 
While Delia is with me how charming's the ſcene !' 
The fields and the meadows ſeem cover'd with green, 


The charms of my Delia will never decay ; 
And when ſhe is preſent December is May: 
Tho' the rays of bright Phoebus awhile may decline, 
Her eyes ſhall ſupply them and like them ſhall ſhine. At 


The groves, which with nightingales us d to reſound, 1 
Shall now all re- eccho a more pleaſing ſound ; 
Her voice, which ſurpaſſes the nightingale's ſong, 
Shall charm me with melody all the day long. 


he 


Her charms ſhall afford me what nature denies, 
And each time I ſee her new joys will arife ; 
In her abſence alone I dejected appear, 
For bleſt with her preſence tis May all the year. 


SONG 
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S ONG IXIV. 
COLIN of be DALE. 


HEN love appear'd in Damon's form, 

The ſhepherd deck'd with ev ry charm 
Endeavour'd to prevail: 0 
e ſigh'd, he vow'd eternal truth, 
pity'd, while I ſcorn'd the youth, 

For Colin of the Dale. 


Ftrephon for ſprightly wit renown'd, 
Vou'd fain have had his wiſhes crown'd, 
By lifting to his tale: 
but, O! what ſwain could e'er invite, 
Dr give a nymph like me delight, 


ear; But Colin of the Dale? 
17 'oung Roger came the other day, 


en, Ind almoſt led my thoughts aftray; ; - "1 On 
For, oh! no tongue dan tell ß 
ith how much {kill, with-how much Art, , 
e try'd to win my. conſtant heart, 
e, From Colin of the Dale. Hon 


1c. At evry paſtime, wake; or fport, 
Vhere many am rous ſwains reſort, ; 

Their laſſes to regale; in 
ho? all addreſs their vows to me, 19202 0 


o all I ever deaf wi 3 

But Colin of de Bal „ OT Hap 
Vith him through flow'ry meads I'll rove, 
r in the filent ſhady grove, 

Where pleaſures never fail: 


hen to the cottage I'll repair, 
nd endleſs joys for ever ſhare, 


With Colin of the Dale. 


„„ * 


nd, 
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SONG LXV. 


{How gentle was my Damos I air.) 


| RECITATIVE. 


I The charming Ariadne lay d; 

er eyes were bath d in pearly tears, 
Hcr beauteous form deject appears, 
And thus the nymph in melting ſtrains, 
Her forrow vents, and thus complains ; 


Alx. 


(On every hill in every grove.) 


Farewel, ye happy hours, farewcl ! 
Wherein, ah, hapleſs tale to tell! 
The flocks beneath a ſhepherd's care 
In fertile pafture graæ d, and there 
In gladſome bounds ſecurel 7 
AR e 


Colin will them no longer tend, 
And innocence like theirs defend ; 
He now regardleſs ſces them roam, 
Forlorn they wander far from home, 
Their paftor's fled—and all the day 
By him forſook the lambkins ſtray. 


Put, O ! the cauſe that Colin roves, 
From flow'ry plains and ſhady groves, 
Is that the groves and flow'rs declare, 
Unhappy Ariadne's there : 

He fears to be reproach'd by me, 
For broken vows and pertidy. 


How often did he ſwear the roſe, 
Should loſe the fragrance it beſtows, 


ENEATH a ſpreading poplar's ſhade, 
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That ſtars ſhould firſt forſake the ſky, 
The feather'd tribe forget to fly, 

All nature change, whene'er he prov'd 
Inconſtant to the nymph he lov'd ! 


No longer then, thou damaſk roſe, 
Thy wonted fragrant ſweets diſcloſe ; 
Ye planets from your orbs deſcend ; 
Ye birds your pinions ne'er extend; 
Let nature from her purpoſe turn; 


For Colin hath himſelf forſworn. 


SONG LXVI. 
(A ſwain adorn'd with ev'ry art.) 


Nymph endu'd with ev'ry charm, 

The moſt obdurate heart to warm, 
Was once my darling care ; 

The blooming pink, and damaſk roſe, 

That ſwectett in the garden grows, 
Were emblems of the fair, 


In melting ſtrains, with voice divine, 

She ſung—the birds in concert join; 
But one fo ſweet to me: | 

Nor nightingale, nor linnet's ſong, 

Nor all the warbling feather'd throng, 
Could yield ſuch harmony. 


But ſince to death an early ptey, 

The lovely maid is ſnatch'd away, 
Whom | in vain deplore ; 

Thoſe beautics that adorn'd her face, 

That mind which beam'q celeſtial grace, 
Shall charm, alas ! no more, 


G 


SONG 


L 6.1 


SONG LXVIL 


POLLO aid me while I fing, ] 
Inſpire th' imperfe& lay; 
Give me to a touch the trembling firing, 1 
On this auſpicious day. 


May peace her fruitful olive ſpread, 
To bleſs this happy land; 

And evry ſcience raife her head, 
At George's great command. 


Here ſacred freedom fix thy ſeat, 
Let Britain rule the ſeas : 

And diſtant times with pride repeat 
The happineſs of theſe. L 


SONG LXVIII. 
The LOVER's COMPLAINT. 


HE fatal time too ſoon arriv'd, 

| That ſnatch'd thee from my fight ; 
Farewel, my dear, my only pride, 

Fond obje# of delight ! 
Florella wafted far away, 

Throughout the night Ill mourn, 
And ſpend the long-liv'd tedious day T 

In wiſh for thy return, 


As fancy paints the mimic ſcene, 
Thy footſteps I'll purſue, 

Through ſhady bow'rs, where lively green O 
Diſplays his ſhining hue : 

Or wandring through the lonely grove, 
With anxious thoughts I burn : 

Then ſeck in vain my diſtant love, 
And wiſh for thy return, 


11 
In vain to ſooth the tedious hour, 
To meadows I repair. 
Depriv'd of thee, I ſhun the bow'r, 
So lov d when thou wert there: 
Time flowly flies, oppreſs'd with grief ; 
Thy lofs inur'd to mourn, 
In vain I ſtrive to find relief, 
And wiſh for thy return, 


Along ſome ſolitary ſhore 
Thy abſence III bewail, 

And ſharp unpitying winds implore 
To ſpread the diſmal tale, 

When ev'ning drops the veil of night, 
then begin to mourn, 

Lament in vain thy haſty flight, 
And wiſh for thy return. 


Oſt by ſome fountam's current pure, 
Florella us'd to ſtand ; 

There made the vows and tokens ſure 
Of love's inviting band : 

Then dawn'd my hopes, of thee poſſeſs d 
I know not how to mourn ; 

Nor with thy heav'nly preſence bleſt, 
To wiſh for thy return, 


Think then what ſoft tormenting pain 
Thy poor Fidelio proves, 

Who fighs and wiſhes, but in vain, 
And yet unſhaken loves: 

Oh! let thy promiſe prove ſincere, 
He'll ſoon forget to mourn : 

If thou wilt liſten to his pray'r, 
And haſten thy return, 
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SONG LXIX. 


HEN I was young and handſome too, 


A thouſand ſchemes my mind employed ; 


Marriage the point I had in view, 
With pleaſures never to be cloy'd : 
Put now I've chang'd that love- ſick ftrain, 
Taught, hapleſs, in my turn to prove, 
Virginity is Venus' reign, 
Marriage is the tomb of love. 


Young Strephon his fond ſuit addreſs'd, 


With ſoothing words and humble air, 
No nymph like me was ſo careſs'd, 
No nymph on earth was half ſo fair; 
But link'd in Hymen's dreaded chain, 
His alter'd actions fully prove, 
Virginity is Venus' reign, 
Marriage is the tomb of love. 


Fach morn my head with chaplets crown'd, 


Obſequious would the youth bedeck, 
Or elſe with gaudy fillets bound, 
Would fondly grace my ſnowy neck ; 
Chaplets nor lillies now remain, 
Nor fond endearing words to move : 
Virginity is Venus reign, 
Marriage is the tomb of love. 


A maid, not Beauty's Queen ſo fair! 

A wife, has neither grace or charms ! 
But does my glaſs the truth declare, 

I'm warthy ftill a lover's arms. 


Cuſtoms alike in all remain, 


Country and courts this maxim prov 
Virginity is Venus reign, 
Marriage is the tomb of love. 


SON 


11 


| SONG LXX. 
(Vain is ev'ry fond endeavour.) 


] AS TE away, thou tardy lover; 
Abſence fills me with alarms : 
eaſe, O ceaſe to be a rover, 
Fix thy dwelling in my arms. 


id adieu to lawleſs pleaſure ; 

And it love be worth your care, 
ome and taſte an endlets treaſure, 
You ſhall find a welcome here, 


zuilt, the vicious heart confounding, 
Meets from ſools alone regard; 

irtue with true joy abounding, 
Proves the lover's beſt reward. 


id adieu to lawleſs pleaſure; 

And if love be worth your care, 
ome and taſte an endleſs treaſure, 
You ſhall find a welcome here. 


SONG LXXI, 
The CUP-BOARD LOVER. 


ICKY I love, and I'm fond of the name, 
_# Tho' he courts another deſpifing my fame: 
To pull her coif for her I'll not be afraid, 
Since 1 am neglected for ſuch a poor jade: 
I'd have her to know, 
Though in tatters I go, 
have money to ſhew, which ſhe han't I'm afraid, 
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The tit bits I ſav'd him, both pudding and pye, 

Which he in a corner would atk for ſo ilx, 
I gave him then, to be conſtant he ſwore ; 
O had he been ſo he'd have had ten times more: 

But now I will eat, 

All the good things I get, 
Tho' I'm choak d, not a bit hall he have to devour | ! 


The with his maux to Pot Allen's he goes, 


"» And there he fits drinking and ſmoaking his noſe, ] 
With gin and tobacco his doxy doth treat, ; 
And hot · pot ſo coſtly, and kitles ſo ſweet z; 4 


+ As late in the nipht, 
I went out of fpt; abt, 
To view their delight, | their joys did defeat. 


For as they went home Dick look'd Lack and turn'd 
ale, 
And his deareſt to hold by the hand did not fail, 
For fear the ſhould fall; and I ſwear by this light, 1 
They both tumbled into the cart- rut outright: 
I ſaw them there wallow, 
Then gave them a hollo, N 
For they could not follow, ſo I bid em good night. 


SONG LXXIL * 


I anſwer to the foregoing. 


OLLY, thy rhimes have rekindled my flame, 
And I burn like freſh tinder at hearing thy F. 
name, 
Thy eyes are as bright as our candles by night, 
Newly clipt by the ſnuffers to burn with more light : 
No Nanny ſhall take me, 
I ne er will forſake ye, 


If a pudding you'll make me, my deareſt delight. 


'The 


1971 
The pot it is boiling, old miſtreſs not here 
And there lies the cellar-key—tetch me ſome beer: 
How ſweet is thy face when a ſmile is thereon ! 
But thou art ſlow-footed—why art thou not gone? 
I'll mingle the flour, 
But don't ſtay an hour, 
r. Nay prithee don't lour—l'll kiſs thee anon, 


How ſweet are thy lips ! how charming thy eye ! 
I'll drink up my liquor, for ſorrow is dry; 
Thy hand is much ſofter than velvet or pluſh, 
As if it had never known mop, broom or bruſh : 
My deareft, believe me, 
Inc'er will deceive thee, 
And rather than leave thee, we'll wed with a ruſh. 


But if a gold ring I by chance can procure, 
O that, my dear Molly, will make the work ſure; 
For a ruſh is too tender and apt to be broke, 
„hen bow ſillily we at each other ſhall Iook ! 
Our Nancy would jeer us, 
Whene'er ſhe comes near us, 
Nay, I vow I am ſerious in what I have ſpoke, 


For to-morrow we'll go to our good Doctor White, 
And I ſwear by this mug he ſhall do us both right; 
We'll fend Nan a willow—a very good joke! 

Come, here is a fix-pence, pray let it be broke: 
Now you know my meaning, 
ne, Away to your cleaning, 


thy For 1'd not be ſeen in this place by our folk. 


. 


SONG LXXIIL 


WEET are the charms of loving, 
Noa my Sylvia's in her prime! 
She my ſuit approving, 

Binds me to adore her ſhrine: 


[ 68 ] 
Pleas'd to obey, 


I make no delay, 
Love over-rules with an abſolute ſway, 


Chorus, Sweet are the charms of loving, 
Now my Sylvia's in her prime! 


Phillis has charms, I own it, 
Such as prefide o er youth or age; 
Sweetly ſhe tunes a ſonnet, 
Has power each am'rous heart to engage: 
Scize on the prize, 
Love's in her eyes, 
Attack her with honour and free from diſguiſe, 


Chorus, Phillis has charms, I own it, 
Such as preſide o'er youth or age. 


Chloe, be kind and willing, 
Prith'ce girl make better uſe of your time! 
Forty torbids your killing, 
Why thus in ſighs d'ye waſte your prime? 
Be no more coy, 
Smile on the boy, 
Grant him the bleſſing he longs to enjoy. 


Chorus, Chloe, be kind and willing, 


Prith'ce girl make better uſe of your time. 


Sweet, though inconſtant Phoebe, 
Level thoſe wrinkles in your brows ; 
In ſuch a caſe as we be, 
Who can refuſe the appointed ſpouſe ? 
Marriage youll find, 
Tho' it can faſt bind, 
Proves a relicf to th' incontinent mind. 
Chorus, Sweet, though inconſtant Phœbe, 
Level thoſe wrinkles in your brows. 


Dez 
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Dear Sachariſſa, your ſervant ! 
Why ſo dejected and full of care? 
Damon's a ſwain ſo fervent, 
Surely your hopes may evade deſpair : 
If he's ingrate, ' 
Shew him your hate ; 
illains in love ſhould have murderers fate. 


horus, Dear Sachariſſa, your ſervant ! 1 
Why ſo dejected and full of care 7 * 
| {- 5 775 
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(What med cine can ſoften the beſom's keen ſmart.) 
HAT means ſhall a hapleſs young ſhepherd 


purſue, 
To ſhake of the ſhackles of love ? 
Vhat arts can he practiſe the nymph to ſubdue, 
That ſo ffn Daphne does prove? 


o chaſe the idea of her from my breaſt, 
How vainly each paſtime I ſeek ! 

When Phillis is ſinging, I wiſh to be bleſt, 
To hear my dear Daphne but ſpeak. 


Vhile Cynthia's pale beams ſhall reflect their wan 
light 
On the rivulet's chryſtalline ſtream, 
Yr while Sol's brighter luſtre the meadows delight, 
Shall Daphne alone be my theme, 


e. 


garland of cypreſs and yew interweave, 

Ye ſhepherds that pity my fmart ! 

or here firſt coy Daphne did Strephon deceive, 
Here Strephon firſt loſt his poor heart. 
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SONG LXXV. 
KITTY CLARE. 
(When Fanny blooming fair.) 


ET other bards inſpir'd, 
L Their utmoſt ſkill employ ; 

y Dido's beauties fir'd, 

Or Helen pride of Troy : 
On more exalted wing, 

My muſe ſhall mount in air, 
The brighter charms to ſing, 

Of lovely Kitty Clare, 


Would you the ſweets exhale 
That bleſt Arabia yields, 
Or breathe the ſpicy gale 
Of ſweet Amboyna's fields, 
Would you ambroſia ſip, 
With reverence repair, 
And kiſs the ſweeter lip, 
Of deareſt Kitty Clare. 


Her blooming cheek out-vies 
The rofes' lively glow ; 
The tulip's varied dyes 
Far leſs reſplendent fhew ! 
The lilly's cleareft white 
Would ſuffer in compare, 
And ſeem not half ſo bright, 
As beauteous Kitty Clare. 


Should you ye gods conceal 
My Kitty in the ſkies, 

Too glorious to reveal 

' To any mortal cycs 
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Id ſchink the theft no crime, 


But like Prometheus dare, 
ove's ſtarry throne to climb, 
And ſteal my Kitty Clare, 


Jr if the envious fates | 
The beauteous maid had bound, 
ih Phlegethon and Styx, 

And Cocytus around ; 

heir banks I would explore, 
Like Orpheus void of fear, 

nd make the fates reſtore 


My charming Kitty Clare, 


What though no mighty hoard 
My ſcanty cofters boaſt, 

d envy not the Lord 

Of Afric's golden coaſt 

t fortune others grant 

Their thouſand pounds a year, 
d no ſuch treaſures want, 


Poſſeſs'd of Kitty Clare. 


r would the goddeſs make 
The ſpacious globe my own, 
bribe me to forſake, 

The nymph I love alone: 
De gift 1 would refuſe, 

An humble cot preter, 

bntented there I'd chuſe, 

To live with Kitty Clare; 


I 
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SONG LXXVI. 
The RO VAL VOLUNTEERS. 
Written by an Officer in that Corps. 
(Britiſh Grenadiers,) 


OME talk of antient heroes, and ſome of 
Grenadiers, 
Liſt lads to preſent ſtory, and lend awhile your ears; 
Attend a brother ſoldicr, whilft fairly he compares 
The ſons of antient wonder to the Royal Volunteers. 


The Grecian's hide was iron, except his worſhip 
heel, | 


And all thoſe ruſty heroes were ſafely cas'd in ſteel : 


But we, brave boys, without it, would make thoſe 


heroes ſtare, 
Achilles' ſelf would enter a Royal Volunteer. 


Tho' nothing great in ſtature in us you can deſcry 
The ſouls we have within us beat more than fix fe 
bigh ; | 
And Britain, if invaded, may lay afide her fears, 
We're giants when inliſted in the Royal Volunteers, 


Nor want we boys among us to throw the han 
grenade, 
To overturn a Frenchman, or ſtorm a palliſade : 
Behold thoſe ſons of thunder! their caps of fur appear 
With the tow row row row row row row of th, 
Royal Volunteer, | 


We boaſt of no immortals deſcending from on hig 
Or favours we've received from daughters of the ſky 
Our girls yet taſte ot raptures more ſolid than ti 

| ſpheres, 
When fairly kiſsd and preſs'd by the Royal Ve 
luntcers. 
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In us behold, united, each nation's happy ſon, 
The Scots, the Welch, the Iriſh, the Engliſh all are 
one : 
No faction or diſunion dare venture to appear, 
In the tow row row row row row rew of the Royal 
Volunteer, | 


No fabled god's protection we aſk, or can we boaſt, 
Great George himſelf approves us, and him who rules 
the roaſt ; 
Nor dread we e er his tow row to thunder in our ears, 
Obedience binds the valour of the Royal Voluntcers. 


SONG LXXVIL 


(The laſs of Patty's mill. 
EE, beauteous Daphne, ſee, 
The ſun with purer light 

New-gilds the hawthorn-tree, 

And makes the proſpect bright; 
He. ſheds refulgent rays 

On ev'ry chryſtal ſtream ; 
The birds in chearful lays 

Rejoice beneath his beam. 


The ſtorms of winter rude, 
Give place to gentler gales; 
The flow'rs to lite renew'd, 
Bedeck'd the ſmiling vales : 
The Cyprian Queen ot Love, 
Reſumes her welcome reign, 
Throughout the peaceful grove, 
And o'er the verdant — 


Adorn'd in all thy charms, 
Celeſtial nymph! appear; 

And in my longing arms, 
Let me enfold my dear: 
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So ſhall within my breaſt, 
Perpetual pleaſures ſpring, 
And I, for ever bleſt, 


Of love and Daphne ſing. 


SONG LIXXVIII. 
COLIN and PH OE B E. 
A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


HERE the jeſſamine ſweetens the bow'r, 
And cowllips adorn the gay green, 

And the roſes refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 

Contribute to brighten the ſcene, 
In a cottage retirement there lives 

Young Colin and Phœbe the fair; 
The bleflings each other receives, 

In mutual enjoyment they ſhare : 
And the lads and the laſſes that dwells on the plain, 
Sing in praiſe of fair Phoebe and Colin her ſwain, 
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The ſweets of contentment ſupply 

The ſplendor and grandeur of pride: 
No wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 

While bleſt with his beautiful bride : 
He wiſhes no greater delight, 

Then to tend on the lainbk ins by day; 
And return to his Phœbe at night, 


wi FY 


His innocent toll to repay. T 
And the Iads tell the Jaffes, in hopes to prevail, 5 
They're as conſtant as Colin that lives | in the Dale. 1 
If her lover delighted appears, 8 

The fair one partakes of his bliſs ; 1 
If dejected, the ſooths all his cares, 5 


And heals ev'ry pain with a kiſs: 


| She 
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She 


* Wo 
She deſpiſes the artful deceit 
That is practis'd in city and court; 
And thinks happineſs no-where compleat, . 
But where ſhepherds and nymphs do reſort: 
And the lads tell the laſſes they die in deſpair, 
Unleſs they're as kind as is Phcebe the fair. 


Ye ſwains who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent fair one betray, 
No longer be faithleſs in love, 
The dictates of honour obey : 
Ye nymphs who with beauty are bleſt, 
With virtue improve ev ry grace; 
For the charms of the mind when poſſeſt, 
Will dignify thoſe of the face. 
And ye lads and ye laſſes whom Hymen has join d, 
Like Colin be conſtant, like Phœbe be kind, 


SONG LXXIX. 
The ROSE and the LAUREL. 
(Wouldft. thou all the joys receive.) | 


HLOE, in your mirror view, 

As you daily usd to do; 
Th* image of that lovely face, 
Deck'd with each becoming grace. 


Then, my Chloe, firait repair 
To the garden——thence, my dear, 
Bring the damaſk roſe away, 


That flouriſh'd there but yeſterday. 


Seek the buſh on which it grew, 
Enliven'd by the morning-dew ; 
The fragrant flow'r, alas ! is ſhed, uy 
Scatter'd all its leaves and dead, 
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But, behold the laurel there, | 
Unhurt by time, fill frefh and fair; 
Ever verdant ſee it thrive, 

And the wintry blaſts ſurvive. 


So, my Chloe, ſhalt thou ſee, | 
It will with thy beauty be; \ 
That bloom on thy cheek, dear maid, 
Like the roſe will quickly fade, 


But innate ſenſe and modeſty, 1 
Like the laurel never die; | ] 
Theſe, my Chloe, then improve, 
For virtue is the ſource of love. 
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SONG LXXX. 


(Fove when he ſaw my Fanny's face.) 


N filent extaſy I gaze, 
On Flavia's face and air, 
- Whilſt to my heart, each look conveys 
. Both pleafure and deſpair. 
For where ſo many charms unite, 
The object ſure muſt fill, 
A tender breaſt with keen delight, 
Yet that delight may kill. 


Too true, alas ſuch beauty's power, 
Well pleas'd we wear the chain; 
But if the fair's unkind, we're ſure, 
To die with grief and pain. 
This, Flavia, is my hapleſs caſe : 
Thy charms attract my eyes; 
Yet if thy rigour does not ceaſe, 
Alas ! poor Strephen dies, 


SONG 
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OVE's in truth a mighty bleſſing, 

When the fair one we're poſſeſſing, 
But tormenting is the pain, 
When the proud one ſcorns the ſwain. 


What at firſt was meant to bleſs us, 
By fond fools, does but diſtreſs us, 
To ſigh and fob, and to be ſad, 
Is not to love, bit to be mad. 


Tho! fly Cupid fires my breaſt, 
He ſhall never break my reſt, 
For dear Kitty, ſhou'd you grieve me, 
Honeſt Bacchus will relieve me. 


SONG LXXXII. 
The FAIR CALEDONIAN. 


(Contented all day I could fit by your fide.) 
OW ſweet are her looks, and how blooming 


her face ! | 
Caledonia's cold clime ne'er produc'd ſuch a grace! 
O! ceaſe your raſh taunts, and forbear to upbraid 
The clime, from whence ifſu'd ſo lovely a maid, 


Though barren thy: ſoil, and inclement thy alfi 
By nature, though nurs'd with a ſtepmother's cafe, 
Though Boreas inſults thee, ne'er ceaſing to blow ;_ . 
Though eternally crown'd thy bleak alps are with 

ſnow, | 

Tell Zephir, repos'd in his jefſamine bow'r,, 

His wings never fann'd fo delightful a flow'r; 
Tell the ſouth her broad ſun, tho' for ever he ſhine, 
Ne'er brought to perfection ſuch rich fruit as thine. 
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Methinks the beſt produce the beſt climate yields, 
When rival'd with thine, are the traſh of the fields: 
O! Id give em up all, were 1 bleſt with the power 
To taſte this rich fruit, and imboſom this flower. 


SONG LXXXIIL 
The PLAN. 


O laſs on fam'd Hibernia's plains, 
Where beauty all-triumphant reigns, 
Dear Jenny can eutvie ; 
Her artleſs charms, no muſe can tell, 
Nor can the rifing ſun excel, 
The radiance of her eye, 


Unnumber'd graccs round her move, 
At once inſpiring awe and love ; 
How heav'nly is her ſmile ! 
With what a ſweet bewitching mien, 
* Net to be told are ſafely ſeen.” 
She can the hours beguile ! 


Good-nature, chearfulneſs and eaſe, 

Improve the fair one's pow'r to pleaſe, 
Which no vain pride deſtroys : 

While meaner beauties gain by arts 

Of vulgar growth, the coxcomb's hearts, 
She ſcorns the worthleſs toys. 


Be bold, my muſe, and tell the fair, 
No tinſel charms can e er enſnare, 

A heart that's worth the pains: 
A ſhort- liv d flame, indeed, may raiſe, 
Which rapid as it grows decays, 

And ſcarce a day remains. 


But wou d you fix the real love, 
Of ſwains of worth and ſenſe approve, 


Purſue 
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Purſue my Jenny's plan: 
No other way you can ſucceed, 


1 For though you may the monkey lead, 
| ou ll ne er ſecure the man, 


SONG LXXXIV. 


B[Hafte, hafte, Phillis hafte, tis the firft of the May.) 


OW happy is Damon who feels not the ſmart, 
Of Cupid's ſharp arrows, that pierce the fond 
heart ; 
hoſe ſoul's not confin'd by the fetters of love; 
From which, O defend me, ye pow'rs above! 


Young Chloe is fair as the ſun at noon-day, 

o lean on her boſom a hermit would pray: 
Oft- times have I thought her immortal by birth, 
And that Jove ſent a goddeſs from heaven to earth. 


But, when I diſcover'd the pride of her mind, 
and her temper more fickle than whiſtling wind; 
thank'd the kind gods, who had open'd my eyes, 
ind prais'd my friend Damon, and vow'd I'd be wiſe, 


SONG LXXXV, 


Damon ſtill you ftrive in vain, 
A fix d reſolve to move: 
y heart, alas! may feel the pain, 
But ſcorns the guilt of love. 


s this ye pow'rs his boaſted flame? 
Is this his only end ? 
ind can his love deſtroy the flame, 


His honour ſhou'd defend ? 
ſug - Perfidious 
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Perfidious too, like all the reſt, 
Is taithleſs Damon grown ? 
And can he ſeek to wound the breaſt 
That beats for him alone ? 


O! for, a thought ſo meanly baſe, 
Th' ungen'rous youth ſhall fiud, 

The heart that could admire his face, 
Can hate him for his mind, | 


SONG LXXXVI. 
(Once more Ill tune the vocal ſhell.) 


E T me aſſume the vocal ſhell, 
Which could I tune as him to well. 

To hills and dales who choſe to tell 

His flame for lovely Peggy. 


I'd tell th admiring world around, 


That beauties brighter far are found, 
And charms that can more ſurely wound, 
In my more lovely Peggy. 


Though he excels in ev'ry line, 
His boaſted nymph muſt yield to mine, 
In beauty and in grace divine, 
So matchleſs is my Peggy. 
How fragrant nature's rural ſeat, 
When ſpring's reviving odours meet ! 
The bees ambrofial ſtores how ſweet ! 
But ſweeter is my Peggy, 


With her the garden's pride compare ; 
How gay the flow'rs ! how ſweetly fair ! 
No bluſhing roſe, no lilly there, 

Is half ſo fair as Peggy. 
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Put yet her more immortal praiſe, 
Her wit proclaims a thouſand ways ; 
Above the ſkies her virtues raiſe _ 
The fame of lovely Peggy. 


Vith her the winter's night is gay, 
Vithout her, dull the ſummers day; 
lo pleaſure will behind her ſtay, 

But follows lovely Peggy. 
Though plac'd in life's moſt humble ſtate, 
d thank with joy propitious fate, 
or envy once the rich or great, 

If bleſt with lovely Peggy. 


Shou'd dangers threat the harmleſs maid, 
y life, could that procure her aid, 
Should be a willing ranſom paid, 
To fave my deareſt Peggy. 
Vhile nature yields its vital pow'r, 
or her my ſoul ſhall heav'n implore: 
To life's remoteſt verge adore, 
My ever charming Peggy. 


SONG LXXXVII. 


F all the youths that grac'd the plain, 
9 There's none that could compare 
Wich Colin, who I wiſh in vain, 
"ould to my arms return again, 
And fix his dwelling there, 


Oft have 1 liften'd when he ſung, 
Attentive all the while : 

For ſurely magic raptures hung 

Upon his dear, deluding tongue, 

So ſweet—ſo full of guile. 


Whence'er 
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Wheneꝰ er he tun'd the warbling lyre, 
Or ſoftly-breathing flute, 
His wond'rous ſkill I did admire, 


My ſoul enamour'd, caught the fire, | 
And granted all his ſuit, | 


His ſuit obtain'd—the faithleſs boy, 
Who ſtole my heart away, 

Whoſe preſence gave me ſo much joy, 

Whoſe abſence will my bliſs deftroy, 
Doth from my boſom ftray. 


Beware, ye nymphs, where'er you be, 
By my example ſhun g 
Faiſe man——your greateſt enemy, 
Left by his artful perfidy, 
You are too ſoon undone, 


SONG LXXXVIII. 
(How bleft has my time been, what days have I known, | g 


ON G time had Lyſander told Daphne his pain ut 
And proteſted his paſſion again and again, 1 

The obdurate fair-one a while was ſo coy, Th: 
That all her reply was Pardonnez may. 
( 


or 
1 
And 


In vain he entreated, implor'd, and careſs'd, 
Of all his pretenſions ſhe made but a jeft : 
Though his life he declar'd her diſdain would deſtroy 


Yet regardleſs the anſwer'd him Pardonnez may. 


But finding his ſighs no impreſſion could make, 
He determin'd another expedient to take ; , Vl 
And artifice row he reſolves to employ, r 


To make her forget to ſay Pardonnez may. * 
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He ſwore that her eyes like bright Phœbus did ſhines 
hat her air was majeſtic, her form all divine : 
ith ſuch fond deluſions he purchas'd the toy, 
Ind flatt'ry prevail'd over Pardonnez mey. 


The lover ſo ardent, the flame ſo fincere, 

rew ſuddenly cool, and the reaſon is clear ; 

'was Daphne's compliance at once gave him joy, 
nd taught him her anſwer of Pardonnez may. 


Ye nymphs this experience from Daphne receive, 
Vha flatters your perſon will ſurely deceive ; 

nd after poſſeſſion your beauty will cloy, 

or then tis too late to ſay Pardonnez may. 


SONG LXXXIX. 
(From ploughing the ocean and thraſhing Monſteur.) + 


Nbounded ambition thou turbulent maid, 

Say whence is this inſolence grown; 
That Spain ſhall the rights of Old England invade, | 
wn. And think without fear on her throne ? | 


)amWut ſee how our natives, undaunted they advance, 
This abſolute truth to maintain, 
That the Britains, who always could triumph 0 er 
France, 
Can ſtill be victorious o'er Spain, 


or ſoon that unfortunate country ſhall ſee, 
roy That the Engliſh are Lords of the Waves; 
and own, that a ſon of a nation ſo free, 
Can ſcourge a whole kingdom of ſlaves. 


PNPWben conqueſt all-dreadful, ſhall ride o'er the flogd, 
And our lion tremendouſly roars 
Vhen vengeance all reeking in Nauphter and blood, 
Shall ſcatter def pair round her ſhores ; ; 
This 
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[ 84 ] | | 
This conſtant, this glorions ſucceſs to our pow*rs, 
The juſtice of Britain declares : 
For the Eye which well pleas'd ſees a conduct like ours 
Indignant looks down upon theirs, 


SONG XC. 
(All who would wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs.) 


HEN Delia firſt ventur'd to hear the fond tale 

Which I knew the dear maid wou'd approve 

As I tenderly knelt to entreat in the vale, | 
How the bluſh'd at the mention of love. 


From her ſeat ſhe roſe up with aſtoniſhing ſpeed, 
But made no great haſte to be gone; 

And though ſhe ſeem'd angry to hear me proceed, 
Yet ſhe dy'd if 1 ceas d to go on. 


But the eaſy confuſion of decency paſt 
Which a delicate mind may conceive ; 

Wich an air of ineffable ſweetneſs at laſt, 
She declar'd the wou d ſtrive to believe. 


Vet Gill I continu d with ardor to preſs, 


Although ſhe bewitchingly chid, 
Till the ſoft importunity made her confeſs, 
With a ſmile-darting rapture ſhe did, 


(To ſooth my Chloe's penſive grief.) 


O thee, ſweet ſpring, whoſe genial ray, 
The lonely waſte can cheer ; 
ce more we raiſe the votive lay, 


To bleſs the drooping year, 


— 
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O — Gone from annual death, 


The valleys rich e, 

And ſnatch a gale 'nature's breath, 
To wake it into bloom. | 

With verdure deck the blighted plain, 
And let the morning ſhade, | 

Once more conceal the wretched ſwain, 


Or hide the weeping maid, 
The lark ſhall then ſalute the ſkies, 

To think his ſtrain begun, 
And with his early mattin riſe, 

To hail the diſtant ſun. | 
Come gentle ſpring and bleſs our ſight, 


Again appear to charm 
Call new creations. into light, 
And beings into form. 


So ſhall thy praiſe be ſtill made known, 
While pleaſure ftrikes the view, 
Not by the feather'd race alone, 


SONG XCIL 


(Wiy will you my paſſion reprove.) 
HOUGH Nancy, unfortunate fair, 
Affects to be calm by degrees g 
Yet, O] do her actions declare, 
That her boſom's one moment at eaſe, 


To the winds will the mourners 

Or ſeek out ſome ſorrowful ſhade ; 
And eternally talk of the ſwain, 

By whom ſhe was baſely betray d. 


1 | From 


1 860] 
From a night loſt to ſleep does ſhe riſe, 


With a breaſt only fraught with her fears; 7 1 
And the ſun never breaks an her eyes, mi ah \ 
But to ſee them diſſolving in teats. \ 
What comfort, alas ! can ſhe find, ' 1108 
For the wound ſhe is doom d to endure  - P 
When her grief's the diſeaſe ofthe mind, 1 
Which no arguments ever can cure. 1 
Her woes the fond wretch may relate, 
Whom ſo fatal a flame can enſlave; 2 1 
Yet find no phy ſician but fate, 1 
And no other relief but the grave. vi. \ 
SONG XCIII. 1 


(Once more I I] tune the vocal Mall, 9 


NCE more we'll tune our favourite themes, IA 

O'er flow'ry banks and purling ftreams, ©, J 

While Phoebus ſheds his weſtern” beams "4" ox 
Upon the lonely valley; 


The birds then heedleſs of their ſong, | 1 

Will gladly round the ſummit throng, St 

To hear the paſſions that 2 Nee B. 
To me and lovely Sally. ä 

When Sally tunes her vocal read; | er 

The lambs no more delight to feed, - - . WA 

But wanton ſport the flow'ry mead, | 14 
Ar jacent to the valley; f LES. 

Nor echo riv let of the plain, 1 IS 

Infpir'd by all the feather'd train, 5 BA 

Can boaſt ſuch ſweetneſs, in, her. a. I + AWW 
As can my lovely Sly. | e 


Methought 


1 7 9 
Methought in viſion once I ſtray d, 
When ſlyly on the bank I lay;d,  * 
While nature gayly round me play d, 
Within the lonely valley; * 


But ſcarce had Cynthia ting d the grove, 
When I in artleſs numbers ſtrove, 
To raiſe compaſſion, and to move 

With pity, lovely Sally. 


The murm'ring ſtreams fled ſlowly down, 
In union with my mournful ſound, 
While ev'ry ſylvan ſcene around, 

Re- echo d through the valley; 
The lambs a dumb compaſſion ſhe d, 
While ev'ry vale my moan renew d, 
Still I my artleſs ſcheme purſu'd, 

To raiſe with pity Sally, 


At length, methought my eager fight, 

Diſcern'd a damſel clad in white, 

Diffuſing round a glorious light, 
Within the lonely valley; 

I ſung, I figh'd, then ſung again, 

Still urg'd the ſoftneſs of my ſtrain, 


| But ſcarce cou'd I the joy ſuſtain, 


When 1 beheld my Sally. / - 


Tranſported thus I fled with haſte, 

And claſp'd her round the ſlender waiſt, 

A thouſand times the nymph embrac'd, 
Within the lonely valley; 

Say, Sally, cou d our ſouls unite, 

And ſuch bleſt ſcenes reward our fight, 

Should not you wiſh for endleſs night, 
Say, ſay my lovely Sally? 
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8 0 NG XCIV, 
In Chloe's frowns I read my fate.) 
x R entleſs youth, O! tell me why 


My life you can purſue ; 
And ſee * wretched Delia die, 
Becauſe ſhe doats on you 


O! why to act ſo mean a part, 
Can Damon now begin! 

Or ſtrive to break the virgin's heart, 
He took ſuch pains to win. 


O think !——but let theſe fading eyes, 
Their midnight-virgils keep; 

The beam of morn unnotic'd riſe, 
And fiill behold her weep. 


Yet Delia never will upbraid, 
A ſwain who poorly flies ; 

He may forſake the injur'd maid, 
But never ſhall deſpiſe. 


SONG XCV. 


ben love is lodg d within the heart.) 


ECU RE in beauty's dread array, 
As Lindamira walks the the plain, 

She wings her arrows every way, 

Nor feels herſelf the lover's pain 
Yet, O! too cruel maid beware, 

O play not, wanton with the dart, 
For love for thee may ſpread his ſnare, 

And reach c en thy obdurate heart, 


SI 


Jow 


1 89 ] 
How ſhould I rave to fee; thoſe eyes, RA; 
Repletg with ineffectual fire, *1 
Caſt on a wretch who might deſpiſe, | 
What the enamour'd. world, admire ;: WIT 
Since by kind nature form'd for joy, 
A milder fate, O may ſt thou prove, 
Diſpenſe thy ſmiles, no longer coy, 
Bleſt in the arms of youth and love! 


ge 


SON G. 
(Thou rifing ſun where gladſome ray.) 4 
Po fix her—twere a taſk as van, 
To count the April drops of rain, 
To ſow in. Afric's barren foil, 1 
Or tempeſts hold within a toil. | 
I know-it, friend, ſhe's light as air, 
Falſe as the fou ler's artful ſnare ; 
Inconftant as the paſſing wind, 
As winter's dreary. froſt unkind.. 
She's ſuch 2 miſer too in love; 
Its joys ſhe Il neither ſhare or prove, t 
Though hundreds of gallants await, ': m4 
rom her victorious eyes their fate. „3001 


Zluſhing at ſuch inglorious reign, bl 
| ſometimes ſtrive to break her chain: 
ly reaſon ſummon to my aid, 

Reſolv'd no more to be betray d. 


Ah, friend! 'tis but a-ſhort-liv'd' trance, 

Diſpell'd by one enchanting glance, ng 

dhe need but look, and I confeſs, me 
boſe looks completely curſe gr bleſs. 


0 I 3 | So 


e 
So ſoft, ſo elegant, ſo fair, 8 
Sure ſomething more than human's there; 


muſt ſubmit, for ſtrife is vain, 
was deitiny that forg'd the chain. 


SONG XCVIL e 
(Young Strephon @ ſhepherd the pride of the plain.) 


9 OUGH his paſſion in ſilence the youth would 
conceal, 

What his tongue.weuld not utter, his eyes ſtill reveal; 

And by ſoft fiolen glances unwillingly prove, 

That they are the tell-tales of Celadon's love. 


air, | 
Wherever I o, my blith ſhepherd is there 3 
I know the fond youth by his bluſh, by his ſmile, 
And ſurely ſuch looks were not made to beguile. 


Though indiffꝰ rent the ſubject, whatever it prove, 
He inſenſibly turns the di ſcourſe upon love; 
If he talks to another, with pleaſure I ſee, 
Though his words are to her, yet his looks are to n 


Sometimes I command him his ſpeech to reſtrain, 
But, alas my reſolves ! I command it in vain ; 
For when the dear theme he I no longer purſue, 
I forget my commands, and reſume it anew, 


Then he talks, if alone, I am ever in fear, 
He ſhould ſpeak what I dread, and yet wiſh moſt t 
hear; 
Should he mention his love, though my pride wou 
deny, 


My heart whiſpers, Celia, fond Celia, comply. 
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SONG XCVUI. 
< Once more P11 tune the vocal ſhell.) 


9 IS not the Muſes cholceſt lay, 
is not the pencil's ftron elt ra 
That can ſufficientl thy e, Sit 
The charms pretty Polly: 
Tis not a lover's fire can paint, 
Nor can the vileſt ſcandal taint, -. 
A mind as pure as any ſaint, 
The mind of virtuous Polly. 


Let critics, who, of judgment vain, - 
Condemn the fancy of my brain, 
For praiſing in ſo high a ſtrain, : 
he beauties of my Polly; 
Reflect, if e er they knew the ſmart, 
The tickling wounds of Cupid's dart, 
What raging paſhon feels a heart, 
Like mine which doats on Folly, 


When abſent from her lovely fight, _ 

] view the twinkling ftars 10 dright, 

And Cynthia's — which gild the night, 
Tigdi wiſh for Polly; 5 

And yet io ſhines her ſparkling eye, 

As Phœbus rays, at noon- day wide 

The pow'rful luſtre makes me fly, 
The charming face of Polly. 


Aſſiſt me with your fx ill and aid, 
Oh! teach me, Cupid, to perſuade, | 
By _— eloquence this maid, 

ſoul is wholly Polly's ; 
Or, <; r tender breaſt impart, 
By gentle means, your piercing art, 
Then grant ſhe may exchange her heart, 
With mine, already Polly's. 


$ONG 
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SONG XCIX, | 
Gd hen all the Attic Fire was fled) 


At which the liſt ning -gods:'rejoice, © 
Would captivate! till more, | 

Did not your heav'nly charms invite 

Our ſenſes, raviſh'd with delight, 

To gaze and to adore, 


You to behold, at once, and hear, 
Are bleſſings for mankind too dear; 
For Jove too great a prize? 
All that dare hear, in love are al;; 
All that dare look, muſt victims fall 
To theſe all conquering eyes. 


(Behold the ſweet flowers around.) 
HE ſup,now breaks forth from the caſt, 


While the bluſh of Aurora increas'd, 
Adds a crimſon more bright to the morn. 


The edge of the winter's ſharp gale, 
Gives way to the _ mild breeze z 

And the bloſſom that fell in the vale, 
Shoots into new life on the trees, 


The ruftical ſports are begun, 
To the grove ſee the ſhepherdeſs flies; 
Whoſe eyes are as bright as the ſun, 
And whoſe ſoul is as pure as her eyes, 


Sylvia | your melodious voice, * 


8 ONG c. . 


And continues his beam on che thorn, | | 


_ _— 
3 
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No darkſome receſs does ſhe ſeek, 
A diſconſolate flame to impart ; 
For the roſe never fades on the cheek, 
When virtue is lodg'd in the heart, 


Hear this, O ye credulous fair, 

Whoſe breaſts the ſoft wiſhes may move; 
And know that a certain deſpair, 

Still waits on unwarranted love, 


But the maid who can ſenſibly fear, 
Not a moment's diſquiet ſhall view, 

For the ſpring, which gives life to the years 
Encreaſes her happineſs too. 


SONG Cl. 


HOUGH love like a monkey had long play'd 
his tricks, 
And tickled the gills of my heart ; 
The whelp was quite puzzled in ſtriving to fix, 


A ſingle half inch of his dart. 


What bomb-ſhells of eyes at my boſom he caſt, 
And at laſt thought the breaſt-work to win; 
But forc'd to look out for aſſiſtance at laſt, 
He got it all cleverly in. 


At the playhouſe one night! O unfortunate hour! 
An arrow he cunningly ſent ; 

'Twas drawn with the Ts of auxiliary power, 
And came from the voice of . Miſs Brent. 


In Sally's ſweet firains, while ſhe gratefully rais % "A 
A note moſt enchantingly high ; 

Attention ſtood ſtill on the ear quite amaz'd, 
Till I bello d out loudly—=1 die, 


Now 


(0035; 7; | 

Now through the Piazza, I prance it along, e- 
The heavieſt booby in nature; 

And hum out my paſſion in that pretty ſong, 
That begins with the words Hearęſt creature. 


0 
In revenge that rogue Cupid this method has found, IV 
Which drives me almoſt to deſpair ; or 
For inſtead of a face, I muſt doat on à ſound, V 
And like Cephalus die for the air. 


SONG cu. 
HEN Chloe breathes ſoft melody, 
She gives new fpirit to the lyre ; 
Such ſweet extatic harmony, 
O who can hear and not admire ! 


If ſhe but fings, all grief departs, 

Her voice each heaving ſigh diſpels; 

No charm) like that can ſooth our hearts, 
In all her notes enchantment dwells, 


In vain the feather'd choir eſſays, / 
With warbling notes to fill the grove; 
Whene.er my Chloe tunes her lays, 
; Whoſe voice is innocence and love. 


The lark no more her mattin ſong, | 
Shall chant at early-rifng daun; * 

Nor Philomel lament her young, * 
But that by her ſhe is outdone. 


s ON G ll, 
"HEN beauty firft 'yentur'd to ſeek, 
For the rational wiſh of mankind ; 


The roſe which vermillion'd the cheek, 
Was not half ſo admir d as the mind, 


ſhe 
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ſhe innocent face of the fair, 
No purchas'd complexion became; 


\nd no virgins defcended to wear, 
The leaft mark of mechanical ſhame. : 


o waſhes, or coſtly expence, | 
Were meanly employ'd to ſurpriſe ; 
or the nymph placid her merit in ſenſe, 


When ſhe knew that her lover was wiſe. 


was then, in the language of truth, 

All addreffes werę conſtantly paid: 

ind the bleſſings beſtow'd on the youth, 
Were the means of content to the maid, 


ut, fince beauty's unhappily grown, 
A poor compoſition of art; N 
o ſwain muſt be fancy'd to own, 
The real deſign pf his heart. 


he virgin no youth ſhould believe, 
Till ſhe throws all ber colours away; 
or as long as ſhe ſtrives to deceive, 
He mult certainly mean to betray, 


$ONG CIV. 
HEN I behold that angel face, 


I feel love's fierceft fire; 
hat form replete with ev'ry grace, 
Was made to give defire, 


t I eſſay to tell my pain, 


As oft I fear her fromngz W 


fatal that as on the main, 
Mad tempeſts thund ting down. 


T5 


— 


Yet 
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Yet could I hope the ſweet relief, 


Of one reviving ſmile ; 4 1 
How would it ſoften all my grief, 

And every pang beguile ! | f 
Not yonder ſun that lights the ſky, 

Is to its courſe more true ; 1 

Than to the laws of love am I, 

Than 1 ſhould be to you. 0 

\ 

SONG CV. , 

4A T.. TY 


(My banks they are furnift'd with bees.) 


"== E virgin when ſoften d by May, 

Attends to the villager's vows ; 
The birds ſweetly bill on the ſpray, 

And poplars embrace with their boughs, 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 

Ador'd for her beauty above ; 
We ſhepherds that live on the plain, 

Hail May, as the mother of love. 


From the weft, as it wantonly blows, 


Fond zephir careſſes the pine; 0 
The bee fteals a kiſs from the roſe, T 
And willows and woodbines entw ine; 
The pinks by the riyulet fide, | 
That border the vernal alcove ; I 
Bend downward to kiſs the ſoft tide, IK 
For May is the mother of love. 1 


May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He flutters in bridal array, 

If the larks and the linnets now ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May; 


* ; : 
*% & Oy 
The ſtock- dove recluſe with his mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, 


And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 
That May is the mother of love, 


The goddeſs will viſit you ſoon, 
Ye virgins be ſportive and gay, 

Get your pipes, oh ye ſhepherds in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the May; 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove, 
Let him tell a ſoft tale, and he'll find, 
That May is the mother of love. 


8s ON G cui. 
O world'ff thou know what ſecret charms, 


Y dear Clarinda, would'ſt thou know, 
Whence Hymen's ſacred bleſſings flow; 
Attend my lay, and thou ſhall fee, 88 
The man that's made for love and me. 


Nor wealth, nor perſon can impart 
Thoſe bleffmgs to the tender heart; 
His mind the flowing ſpring muſt be, 
That ſheds the ſtream of bliſs for me. 


Whoſe ſoul's with ſtedfaſt virtue fraught, 
Inſpir'd with ev'ry noble thought; 
Kind, conſtant, generous, and free, 
Be him whom fate deſigns for me. 


Let pure good - nature in his breaſt, 
With ſweet complacence mildly reſt ; 
His ſprightly genius ever be A 
Producing joys for love and me. 


K 


* 
Let him his paſſions ever ſway, 
Not led by them from wiſdom's way; 
Serenely calm O let them be, 
Sweetly attun d to love and me. 


Teeming with ſentiments refin'd, 
Let god- like ſcience teach his mind; 
From objects low and mean to flee, 
And only toy with love and me. 


Thus let his ſolid reaſon ſhine, 
Enligbten'd with a ray divine; 
His ſoul, for ever let it be, 
Enwrapt in virtue, love, and me. 


A breaſt with ſacred truth inſpir'd, 
A ſoul with love of knowledge tird, 
From prejudice and ign'rance free, 
Alone is made for love and me, 


SONG CVIL | 
Too late for redreſs, and too ſoon for my eaſe). 


S Damon one day, of Palzmon enquir'd 

The nature of Love which his boſom inſpir'd, 
Why he figh'd in expreſſing ſo tender a flame, 
Or why 'twas painful he nouriſhd the ſame, 


Palæmon thus anſwer'd the ſhepherd again, 


* If you'd know what is love, let experience explain: 


« Behold with attention the nymphs of the green, 
&« And tis fifty to one but you'll know what 1 mean. 


« If it happens, as Damon, it may do by chance, 
4 That from one of the fair you receive a kind 
| glance : | 
ce Shou'd a change in your heart hereafter ariſe, 


« Yau may take it for granted it came from her eyes. 
« If 


[99] 
„ Tf the nymph be conſenting, and eafily won, 
« And her reaſon accompliſh. what beauty begun, 
The conqueſt redoubled; with pleaſure you'll ſee, 
« You're enſlavd by her charms, and with not to be 
free. 


« But, alas! ſhou'd diſdain to her triumph be 
join'd, | | * 
« Why I ſigh for fair Sylvia the reaſon youll find, 
For 'tts obvious to lovers who meet no return, 
« Though the flame be ſo tender, the fire will burn. 


« Be cautious then Damon of being enſnar'd, 
« For if Cupid attack your fond heart unprepar d, 
« In vain to your ſuccour reſiſtance you'll call, 
For when once you are wounded a victim muſt fall. 


SONG CVIII. 
(Sure Sally is the Iovelieft laſs.) 


[ROM yonder caſt reſplendent dart, 
The fun's auſpicious rays ; 

do Celia cheers my drooping heart, 
1 With her enliv'ning face : 
er beauty doth ſuch tranſport give 
To my enamour'd ſoul, 
ſoſſeſſing her, I'd ever live 
Secure -from all controul, 


Irterior charms may ftrike the view, 
And beauty all admire ; 

t merit wins affection. true, 

And feeds the laſting fire; 

euch my Celia doth poſſeſs 

An inexhauſted ftore ; 

'ould ſhe vouchſafe my love to bleſs, 
Id wiſh for nothing more, 


K 2 SONG 


* 


Yes. 
6 If 


* - 


L 100 J 
 $SONG CIX 


The PARTING. B 
H* unwelcome ſad minute is come, C 
No longer your Strephon muſt ſtay 5 A 
Unwilling I yield to my doom, 
Fate calls, and I'm forc'd to obey, 
No more at the ſetting of day, | | A 
Shall we meet in the dark haunted grove, I 
And paſs the ſhort moments away, | C 
In converſe of friendſbip and love. 
Though fortune thus tears me away 
To the banks of the Swale's diſtant ſtream, To 
FI think of thee all the long day, Su 
Of thee all the night will I dream. 
Gay fancy ſhall call to my mind But 
Theſe ſcenes and the bliſs we have known, 
When you without guilt cou'd be kind, 
And ſcandal itſelf has look'd on. 5 4 
Yet tell me, Oh tell me, I pray, Tr 
. Will you think of me oft in the grove, Tha 
And with the ſweet coming of May, 
To talk about friendfhip and love ? 
I read thy fond wiſhes, dear laſs, | V 
The May ſhall our pleaſures renew; And 
Ye minutes, till then ſwiftly paſs. Tho 
Adieu! my dear Molly, adieu! . 
| | Tw. 
SONG CX. 
E nymphs who preſide o'er the mufical throng, , 
»In 


Aſſiſt me awhile, and inſpirit my ſong ; 
On a theme which not Horace, nor Homer of Yor Tho 
Or the reſt of the bards, e er your aid did implore. I Nor 
Derry-down, 2 Tis 


- 
"0 


Ti 


WM... B 
Tis finging's my theme, of dear ringing I ſing, 
Britannia's own art, for no people elſe ring ; 
Could my verſes but equal the theme of my ſong, 
All muſic ſhould yield to the merry ding dong. 
Derry down, &C. 


Though ſome in the notes of a fiddle delight, 
And with a dull Crowder will friſk all the night; 
Such capering fools are unworthy my ſong, 
Compar'd with the muſical, merry ding dong. 
Derry down, &. 


Let the beau. to Vauxhall with impatience repair, 
To hear a ſoft ſong, and at caſcades to ſtare ; 
Such ſqueaking, and rumbling, may ſuit the gay 
throng, 
But are trifling, compar'd with the merry ding dong. 
Derry down, &c. 


Aſculapĩus's ſons, thoſe grave ſages of art, 
Preſcribe exerciſe as the balm of the heart; 
If ſo, what more fitting our lives to prolong, 
Than to bome in the lofty, the merry ding dong. 
| Derry down, &. 


When the par ſon the conjugal harneſs has ty d, 
And hamper'd in wedlock, the bridegroom and bride; 
Though . nought but grim death can divide the tough 


throng, 


Twill wear roughly (they ſay) unleſs ſmooth with 


ding dong, 1 8 
own, „ 


In war's cruel ſtrife ſnould our conquering fleet, 

Thoſe peace- breaking villaius, the Frenchmen defeat, 

Nor hautboys, nor fiddles, nor flutes will avail, 

Tis the merry tun d bells muſt declare the glad tale. 
Derry down, &c. 


K 3 On 
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On ®irth-days when nought but briſk joy's to be 
found, | 2 * 1 
Tho',cannons, and trumpets, and kettle - drums ſound ; 
Our mirth's uncompleat as the faureat's trite ſong, 
Till clos d in the ev'ning with merry ding dong. 
Derry down, &. 


Come, fill me a glaſs, fill it high brother- ſti ing, 
A bumper I'll drink, to our great King and Queen; 
May their Majeſties reign be auſpicious and long, 
And their race never fail, while the bells ſay ding 

dong. D 
Derry down, &c. 


SONG Cxl. 


Write to true Britons, I mean not the men, 
Eut to women of ſpirit, to do all they can, 
To ſtand for their rights as they would for their lives, 
And prove to the world that they're true Britiſh wives, 
Derry down, &c, 


May each girl that wants ſpirit be wed to a churl, 
Let ſuch be infipid, and ſtupidly dull, 
Be grave and look gloomy, till you can provoke, 
Some chat, that may end in an innocent joke. 
Derry down, &c, 


Shall we tamely to turbulent ſpouſes ſubmit, 
Who only find fault, why? becauſe they think fit, 
When my huſband turns Turk, and can prove I've 
no ſoul, 7 
I'll be blindly obedient, nor dare to controul, 4 
| Derry down, &c. 


Since our men are great heroes and conquer their 


foes, 


Shall we women want courage the men to oppoſe 1 
| ce 


— G3 


— — — 


But 
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Since our ſires and our offspring can fight one to ten, 
Let's prove ourſelves worthy of brave Britiſh men. 
Derry down, &c. 


In ages long paſt from à great Eaftern King, 
That women were ſtrongeſt good proof: I can bring; 
Then if with a Britiſh King plac'd on the throne, 
We won't ſtand for our rights, we deferve to have 
none, Derry down, &c. 


Let's be heroines all, and ftand up for the truth, 
Grave matron, fine lady, poor woman, or youth; 
If we're wrong, let us own it, but if we are right, 
Cry Freedom and Property with all our might. 

Derry down, &c. 


Then all act like Sarah, and you will be prais'd, 
Be never affrighted, nor never amaz'd ; 
But ftand for your rights, as you would for your lives, 
That your huſbands may know when they've got 
Britiſh Wives. Derry down, &c. 


SONG CXIL 
The VINDICATION. 


HE wicked wits, as fancy hits, 
All ſatyrize the fair; 

In proſe and rhime, in ſtrains ſublime, 
Their foibles they declare: 

The kind are bold, the chaſte are cold; 
Theſe prudiſh, thoſe too free: 

Ye curious men, come, tell us then, 
What ſhould a woman be ? 


But hards the taſk, and vain to aſk, 
Where optics are untrue; 

The muſe ſhall here th' indicted clear, 
And prove the crime's on you; 


Tha 
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The rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy'd, 
On whom his wiſh was plac'd ; 


The fool, deny'd, affects the pride, 
And rails, to be in taſte, 


But, not like theſe the men of bliſs 
Their ſure criterion fix : 

Ne: wiſdom cries, my ſons, ariſe, 
And vindicate the ſex : 

'Tis theirs to prove thoſe ſweets of love, 
Which others never ſhare ; 

And evidence, that none have ſenſe 
But who, adore the fair. 


Ye blooming race, with ev'ry grace 
Celeſtially impreſt, 

'Tis yours to quell the cares that dwell 
Within the human breaft : 

At beauty's voice our ſouls rejoice, 
And rapture wakes to birth; _ 

Great Jove deſign'd th' enchanting kind 
To form an heav'n on earth, 


Oh! ev'ry art to win the heart, 
Ye dear inſpirers, try; 
Each native charm with faſhion arm, 
And let love's lightning fly : 
And hence, ye grave, your councils ſave, 
Which youth but ſets at nought ; 
For woman ſtill will have her will, 
And ſo I think ſhe ought. 


SONG CXIIL 


ILL your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
Laugh, and worldly cares deſpiſe; 
Sorrow ne er can bring relief; 


* Joy from drinking will ariſe, 
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Why ſhould we wrinkled care, 
Change what nature made ſo fair? 


Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt, 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do aſpire ; 
Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſum of my deſire. 
What the world can more preſent, 
Will not add to my content ; 
Drink, and ſet your minds at reſt, 
Quiet of mind is always beſt. 


Buſy brains, we know, alas 
With imaginations run, 
Like the ſand in th' hour glaſs, 
Lurn'd and turn'd, and ſtill runs on, 
Never knowing when to ſtay, 
But uneaſy ev ry way 
Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Peace of mind is always beſt. 


Mirth, when mingled with our wine, 
Makes the heart alert and free; | 
Let it rain, or ſnow or ſhine, 

Still the ſame thing it is with me. 
There's no fence againſt our fate, 
Changes daily on us wait; 

Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt, 


SONG CXIV. 
Sung by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall. 


Rambled about a twelvemonth a vow, 
In ſearch of a damſel for life, 
For roving perplex'd me I could not tell how, 
$o ventur'd at laſt on a wife, 


The 
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The girls of the town, each rake muft well know, 
| Imbitter the pleaſures of life, 
For evils on evils will conſtantly flow, 
And makes us all wiſh for a wife, 


A miſtreſs, tis true, that's youthful and gay, 
, May ſweeten the troubles of life, 
And while ſhe is conſtant drive ſorrow away, 
But what is all this to a wife. 


In wedlock alone true pleaſure we find, 
Io gild the rough paſſage of life, 

Then chuſe out a laſs with a delicate mind, 
And make the dear charmer a wife, 


And you, O ye fair, be kind to the man, 
Who offers to bleſs you for life, 

Be conſtant and true, and as fond as you can, 
For theſe are the charms of a wife. 


SONG CXV. 
MERRY BACCHUS. 
Breen when merry beſtriding his tun, 
c 


Proclaim'd a new neighbourly feaſt ; 
firſt that appear'd was a man of the gown, 
A jolly parochial prieſt ; 
He fill'd up his bowl, drank healths to the church, 
Preferring it to the king, 
Although he long ſince left both in the lurch, 
Yet he chanted like any thing. 


The next was a talkative blade, whom we call 
A doctor of the civil law, 
Who guzzled and drank up the devil and all, 
As fait as the waiters could draw : 
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But healths to all nobles he ſtiffly deny d, 
Though luſtily he could ſwill, 
Becauſe ſtill the faſter the quality dy d 
It brought the more griſt to his mill. 


The next was a phyſician to ladies and lords, 
Who eaſes all ſickneſs and pain, 

And cenjures diſtempers away with hard words, 
Which he knows is the head of his gain ; 

He ſtep d from his coach, fill'd his cup to the brim, 
And quaffing did freely agree, 

That Bacchus, who gave us ſuch cordials to drink, 
Was a better phyſician than he. 


The next was a juſtice who never read law, 
With twenty informers behind, 

On free-coſt he tippled, and ſtill bid em draw, 
Till his worſhip had drunk himſelf blind ; 

Then reeling away, they all rambled in queſt 
Of drunkards, and jilts of the town, 

That they might be puniſh'd to frighten the reſt, 
Except chey wou'd drop him a crown, 


The fifth was a tricking attorney at law, 
By tallymen chiefly employ d, 
Who lengthen'd his. bill with co-hy and maw-draws 
And a hundred ſuch items beſide ; 
he healths that he drank was to Weſtminſter-hall, 
And all the grave dons of the gown, 
Rependum & Petro, dorendum & Paul, 
Such Latin as never was known. 


he laſt that appear'd was a ſoldier in red, 
With his bair doubled under his hat. 

Vho was by his tradè a fine gentleman made, 
Though as hungry and as poor as a rat: 
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He ſwore by his G-, tho' he liv'd by his king, 
Or the help of ſome impudent punk, 


That he wou'd not depart till he made the butt ſing, 
And himſclf moſt confoundedly drunk, 


SONG CXVI. 
The JOLLY SOUL, 


OME each jolly ſoul 
Who loves a full bowl, 
And to revel and roar time away $ 
With good liquor in view, 
Old care we'll purſue, 
And always be happy and gay. 


Let each dull priggiſh parſon 
Still carry the farce on, 
And preach up that drinking's a fin ! 
Let him flick to his text, 
I ſhall not be vext, | 
But heed not his prating a pin. 


Let the doctor look big, 
With his Dalmaboy wig, 
Of temperance talk very grave ; 
Each pill and teach flop, 
He may keep in his ſhop, 
For none of his potions I'll have, 


Let the grave plotting cit, 
Who hates wine and wit, 


Mind his counter or buſineſs at home; 


To the hogſhead or tun, 
Alternate we'll run,. 
Like topers we'll ramble or roam» 


Let patriots prate, 
Haw they help the ſtate, 


B 
V 


Al 
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Look wond'rous formal and wiſe ; b +4 A 
By the power of drinking, ; 
Without any thinking, 
We do more,, for we help the exciſe. 


— — 


SONG CXVII. 
A SONG upon SONGS. 


OME every briſk ſoul | 
Who delights in a bowl, 
In mirth, or what to it belongs; 
Attend to my verſe, 
While here I rehearſe, 
To pleaſe you, a ſong upon ſongs. 


But firſt, I declare, 
To him who to hear 

This little original longs; 
Let him think what he will, 
Nought offenſive or ill, 

Is contain d in this ſong upon ſongs. 
Great ſtateſmen conceal | 
Their ſchemes wheel in wheel, 

And under diſguiſe commit wrongs ;, 
E no body hurt, | i | 
But contribute to mirth,. 

By writing a ſong upon ſongs. 
The boiſterous knave, | | 
Who pretends to be brave, | 

And boafts of his fights and ding dongs; 
When put to the teſt,, 

How fallen his creſt, 

And his courage a ſong upon ſongs. 


The clergy reſort 
To ſuperiors at court, 


10 


And crave for fat livings in throngs; 


While I, with low aim, 
Aſpire to fame, : 
In ſoribling a ſong upon ſongs, 


Tafte differs in all, 
In great and in ſmall, 
A hobby-horſe to all belongs z 
A girl, ball, or play, 
A review, or birth-day, 
Or even a ſong upon ſongs. 


Guitars with ſome ſuit, 
Some a fiddle, or flute, 
And ſome love a poker and tongs ; 
Some admire duettos, 
And others cantatos, 
And others my ſong upon ſongs. 


Let all who've the ſpleen, 
Buy this magazine, 
Such properties to it belongs ; 
It will give them a cure 
As certain and ſure, : 
As this is a ſong upon ſongs. 


But if you proceed, 
And continue to read, | 
Each ſong which to this book belongs 
You'll own, I believe, 
Many pleaſures can give, 
Beſide this our ſong upon ſongs. 


SONG CXVIIL 


HEN firſt ſimple Strephofi perceiy'd that his 


heart, 


Wa touch d with Cupid's invincible dart; 


$ 
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Though urg'd by his paſſion, the nymph to purſue, 
His courage could only ſay, how d'ye do? 


But finding ſbve's fire to burn very ſtrong, 

And found that her heart would be touch'd ere twas 
long ; | 

On a different plan he began firait to woo, 

And ſcizing her hand, cry'd my dear, how d'ye do? 


Obſerving this freedom not taken amiſs, 

He veatur'd her lips to ſalute with a kiſs ; | 
Then vow'd that ſuch pleaſure before never knew, 
So kiſs'd her again with a—how d'ye do? 


In a very ſhort time he next begg'd of the fair, 
She'd take a walk with him, it matters not where: 
Where, ſome how or other, 'tis certainly true, 
He won the nymph's heart with his—how d ye do? 


SONG CXIX. 
The ASS. 


USH about the briſk bowl, 'twill enliven the heart, 
While thus we fit round on the graſs : 
The lover who talks of his ſuff'rings and ſmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an afs, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


The wretch who fits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs ; 
Whate'er the curmyrdgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


The beau who ſo ſmart, with his well powder'd hair, 
An angel beholds in his glaſs, 

And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 
May juftly be reckon'd an aſs, 
May juftly, &c.. | 
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The merchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Cræſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; 
And oft while he's wand'ring, my lady at home, 
Claps the horns of an ox on an aſs. 
Claps the horns, &c. 


The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 
With forehead well fronted with braſs ; 


Tho he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee ; 


There you my good friend are the aſs, 
There you, &c. 


The formal phyſician who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs ; 

The Hick man a-while may confide in his ſkill, 
But death proves the doctor an. aſs, 
But death, &c. 


| Then let us companions be jovial and gay, 


By turns take the bottle and laſs ; 
For he who his pleaſures puts of for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon d an aſs. ; 
Deſerves to, &c.. 
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